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PREFACE. 


I BELIEVE,  notwithstanding  thç  masculine 
pseudonym  of  its  author,  tliat  this  charming  story 
is  the  work  of  a woman. 

It  contains  délicate  sentiments  and  analytic 
researclies,  whicli,  I am  confident,  are  the  out- 
come  of  a more  penetrating  and  unrestrained 
imagination  than  that  of  man. 

The  man  who  plays  the  principal  rôle  in  this 
simple  and  touching  story,  has,  at  ail  events,  a 
woman’s  heart  ; but  he  has  also  a well-tempered 
character,  and  this  mixture  of  tenderness  and 
firmness  introduces  us  to  an  entirely  new  type 
of  man. 

Can  it  be  true?  I am  willing  to  admit  that 
it  is,  for  one  does  not  usually  discuss  that  which 
is  interesting.  At  ail  events,  the  author  in 
attempting  to  be  romantîc,  which,  I believe,  is 
most  essential  in  a novelist,  shows  us  that  he  is 
in  every  way  qualified  to  study  the  most  oppo- 
site types,  and  ail  the  characters  are  evidently 
drawn  by  an  artist  of  no  mean  order. 

The  style  strikes  me  as  highly  original  and 

(7) 


8 


Préfacé, 


correct,  and  I fîrmly  believe  tliat  the  public  will 
encourage  tliis  remarkable  essay  of  an  unusu- 
ally  délicate  man  or  of  a woman  who  is  exceed- 
ingly  gifted. 

George  Sand.  ^ 


Nohant,  July  1,  1875. 


« 

INTRODUCTION. 


“ There  is  a certain  feeling  in  simple  friendship  that  can 
never  exist  in  those  who  are  lowly-born. 

“Friendship  inay  exist  between  persons  of  opposite 
sexes  and  be  entirely  free  of  ail  selfish  motives.  Yet,  a 
woman  will  always  look  upon  aman  as  aman;  and  man, 
in  turn,  reciprocally,  looks  upon  woman  as  a woman. 
This  feeling  is  neither  passion  nor  simple  friendship  : it 
belongs  to  a different  order  altogether.” 

—La  Bruyère. 

Oh,  La  Bruyère,  who  will  believe  you? 

Where  are  those  who  will  admit  a sentiment  or 
even  an  impression  they  are  incapable  of  feeling? 

It  is  impossible  not  to  make  this  reflection 
after  perusing  what  one  of  my  friends  has  writ- 
ten  on  the  subject.  Before  permitting  him  to 
speak  for  himself,  pardon  me  if  I say  a few 
words  regarding  this  highly  interesting  person. 

Franz  Tilmann  came  of  that  vigorous,  intelli- 
gent race  which  colonizes  the  new  World.  He 
was  a native  of  Alsatia.  At  twenty,  he  was 
ambitions  to  see  Paris.  It  was  there  that  I met 
him.  He  was  a rich  and  highly  educated 
landed  proprietor. 

Oh,  do  not  start  with  surprise  ! You  hâve 
seen  the  likes  of  the  farmers  with  your  own  eyes. 
They  corne  to  town  every  winter  to  air  their 
millions,  and  in  the  summer  return  to  their 
farms,  where,  dressed  in'the  height  of  fashion, 
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they  superintend  the  harvest.  To  tliem,  grain  is 
not  only  flour,  liay  and  fbdder  : it  is  fruit,  flowers 
— Heaven,  their  ail  ! They  do  not  work  like 
lumbering  and  clumbering  machines  ; they  know 
what  they  are  doing,  and  realize  the  worth  of 
their  work  ; in  a word,  they  are  not  men  of 
mere  dross,  but  naturels  noblemen. 

I bave  heard  it  said  that  if  peasants  could 
only  read  they  would  blush  at  the  mere  thought 
of  manual  labor.  To-day,  there  are  educated 
farmers,  who  glory  in  driving  a plow. 

There  was  nothing  of  that  nervous  vigor  so 
common  to  the  Latin  races  in  Franz  ; he  was 
essentially  a German.  A handsome  blonde,  of 
herculean  build,  he  had  a gentle  and  womanly 
expression. 

A mere  glance  sufficed  to  retard  or  hasten 
the  flow  of  crimson  blood  that  one  could  plainly 
discern  through  his  transparent  skin. 

With  him,  genuine  passion  was  the  exempli- 
fication of  ail  that  is  divine  and  noble  ; he  loved 
only  to  die  of  his  great  love  in  the  end. 

This  peculiar  nature  interested  me.  Til- 
mann  was  sincere  and  was  not  one  of  those  who 
bargain  their  sympathies  ; I became  intimate 
with  him.  When  he  finally  took  his  departure, 
I expressed  such  sincere  regret  at  losing  him  that 
he  promised  to  send  me  a journal  of  his  life. 

Here  is  his  journal  exactly  as  I received  it. 


CHAPTER  1. 


I COMPLETED  my  studies  at  the  Breitliaus 
farm.  This  enormous  place,  wliicli  lias  not 
even  the  advantage  of  being  ancien t,  is  sur- 
rounded  by  a slimy  pond  on  one  side,  and  a 
clump  of  weeping  willovvs  on  the  other.  A 
tumble-down  tower,  that  at  some  remote  period 
may  hâve  been  very  picturesque  under  its  coat 
of  whitewash,  novv  poised  itself  prêtent iously 
between  two  gigantic  willows,  whose  bows  hung 
down  as  if  ashamed  in  close  proinixity  to  the 
muddy  water. 

There  was  no  dwelling  in  the  immédiate 
vicinity,  although  a half-hour’s  drive  brought 
one  in  view  of  the  cluster  of  villages  that  were 
scattered  here  and  there,  like  mushrooms,  over 
the  prairie.  There  was  nothing  characteristic  in 
ail  this  : it  was,  in  plain  language,  no  place  for 
an  artist.  You  therefore  need  not  expect  any 
elaborate  descriptions  of  the  Breitliaus  farm 
from  me  as  I am  not  prepared  to  tax  my  poor 
brain  in  order  to  extol  its  hidden  beauties. 

However,  the  monotony  of  tlie  place  was  in 
perfect  accord  with  my  disposition.  But  ail  at 
oxice  this  calm  and  the  lethargy  so  characteristic 
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of  the  place  were  dispelled,  while  a like  change 
was  efFected  in  me  at  the  same  time. 

The  proprietor,  who  rented  the  farm  to  M. 
Toquin,  reserved  the  main  building  for  his 
own  use  as  well  as  tlie  privilège  of  hunting 
over  his  préserves,  which  were  plentifully 
stocked  with  ail  kinds  of  game.  M.  le 
Duc  de  B.  was  a diplomat  and  belonged  to 
one  of  the  most  illustrions  families  in  France. 
He  had  decided  to  take  up  his  quarters  on  the 
farm  in  the  spring,  and  thus  to  be  on  hand  to  note 
the  growth  of  the  rabbits  and  the  quail  before 
he  began  to  exterminate  them  in  the  autumn. 
He  was  to  be  accompanied  by  his  daughter  and 
his  niece,  two  sisters  rather  than  cousins. 

Mme.  Toquin  looked  upon  this  visit  as  some- 
thing  extraordinary.  Now,  the  farmer’s  wife,  a 
little  créature  of  twenty-three,  although  the 
possessor  of  an  unusually  red  countenance,  be- 
came  positively  livid  on  hearing  the  news. 

In  the  country  the  farmer’s  wife  plays  a more 
prominent  rôle  than  a duchess  would  dare 
assume  in  Paris.  Queen  of  the  stables  and 
dairy,  and  general-in-chief  of  the  cows,  chick- 
ens  and  geese,  she  continually  exercises  her 
power  over  those  around  her,  and,  as  no  one 
dares  protest  against  her  tyran ny,  she  finally  be- 
gins  to  believe  that  she  is  really  a person  of  no 
little  importance. 
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With  plenty  of  money  at  her  command  to 
make  a show,  Mme.  Toquin  imagined  herself 
seated  on  a véritable  throne.  Nevertheless, 
this  throne  was  not  sufficiently  substantial  to 
resist  a more  powerful  attraction  and  it  tottered 
immediately  when  a woman  of  refinement  made 
lier  appearance  on  the  scene.  Henceforth,  the 
expected  arrivais  at  Breithaus  were  to  monopo- 
lize  the  attention  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
neighboring  villages.  They  were  toadied  to  by 
ail,  and  every  one  appeared  anxious  either  to 
dérivé  some  profit  from  their  acquaintance,  or 
else  it  flattered  their  vanity  to  hâve  a speaking 
acquaintance  with  such  distinguished  people. 
Once  deprived  of  her  power,  the  farmer’s  wife 
began  a bitter  tirade  against  those  who  had 
usurped  her  in  the  eyes  of  the  country  folk, 
while  her  worthy  husband  joined  in  every  now 
and  then  with  something  that  sounded  like  you 
are  perfectly  right,  my  dear.” 

It  was  thus  that  they  passed  their  time  to- 
ge ther. 

M.  Toquin,  only  a young  man  in  years,  was 
aged  before  bis  time.  In  his  opinion  nothing 
was  of  more  conséquence  than  his  ci  ops,  and  an 
acre  of  beets  appeared  to  him  as  a slice  of  Para- 
dise.  AU  lie  looked  forward  to  in  the  expected 
arrivai  of  his  landlord  was  the  opportunity  of 
making  a few  extra  pennies.  The  products  he 
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usually  disposed  of  in  town  would  now  find  a 
ready  consumption  riglit  on  tlie  place,  and  he 
would  tlîus  sàve  tiine  and  cartage  by  the  trans- 
action. And  to  liim  tliis  was  a big  item. 

Even  the  farm-liands  looked  forward  with  no 
little  pleasure  to  this  change  in  the  daily  life  at 
Breithaus  ; and  they  gazed  open-mouthed  at 
the  deserted  house,  expecting  to  see  the  young 
ladies  appear  at  one  of  the  Windows. 

I alone  was  indifferent. 

Alsatia,  you  know,  is  divided  into  two  dis- 
tinct parties  : those  who  are  and  those  who 
“ used  to  be  ’’ — and  each  class  keeps  religiously 
to  itself.  The  laborer,  the  agriculturer,  the 
peasant  and  the  bourgeois  belong  to  the  former 
order  ; while  the  aristocracy  forms  a distinctive 
class  altogether. 

While  new  ideas  were  making  enormous  strides 
in  Paris  and  other  large  centres,  sucli  wâs  not 
the  case  in  the  provinces  where  things  to-day 
are  precisely  as  they  were  in  Paris  a hundred 
years  ago.  The  nobility  are  accorded  a certain 
prestige  by  those  who  imagine  they  are  common 
because  they  themselves  were  not  born  in  the 
purple.  To  me  mere  titles  are  nothing  ; this 
is  probably  the  reason  why  I bothered  my  head  so 
little  about  the  forthcoming  visit  of  M.  le  Duc 
de  B . 

I never  had  occasion  to  see  much  of  le  grand 
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monde,  even  at  a distance.  Tliis  Duc  and  liis 
family,  in  ail  likelihood,  were  destined  to  pass 
me  by  like  one  of  those  magnificent  équipages 
the  sight  of  which,  however,  does  not  always 
attract  as  mucli  curiosity  as  might  be  expected. 

At  tliis  moment  wlio  could  foretell  tliat  tliese 
young  girls  were  to  share  my  existence  ? 


CHAPTER  IL 

The  Duc  de  B had  a majestic  air  ; he 

carried  himself  well  and  ail  liis  actions  were  re- 
plete  witli  graceful  dignity.  He  greeted  one 
somewhat  proudly,  still  lie  ne  ver  attempted  to 
impress  one  with  his  superiority.  His  white 
hair  and  side-whiskers  softened  the  otherwise 
Sharp  expression  of  a countenance  that  was 
lighted  up  by  a pair  of  piercing  black  eyes. 

A thorough  man  of  the  world,  he  devoted 
himself  entirely  to  the  présent  and  gave  but 
little  thought  to  the  past  ; he  passed  the  greater 
part  of  his  time  in  perusing  the  papers  and 
walking  about  the  country. 

The  young  girls  accompanied  him  occasionally 
on  his  excursions.  Besides,  they  rarely  made 
their  appearance  about  the  farm,  and  I did  not 
see  them  at  ail  during  the  first  fortnight  of  their 
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visit.  In  fact,  I miglit  hâve  forgotten  that  they 
were  at  Breithaus  altogether  had  I not  had  Mme. 
Toquin’s  sour  countenance  constantly  before  me 
to  remind  me  of  the  fact. 

One  morning  I was  standing  in  the  court-yard 
when  to  my  great  surprise  I noticed  swarms  of 
swallows  circling  around  the  Windows  of  the 
building  occupied  by  the  Duc  and  his  family. 
The  pigeons  were  trying  to  enter  the  antecham- 
ber,  while  the  ducks,  geese  and  other  fowls 
were  storming  the  front  door. 

The  swallows  were  there  by  accident,  but 
such  was  not  the  case  with  the  other  denizens  of 
the  barn-yard.  I caught  a glimpse  of  a young 
woman,  becomingly  arrayed  in  white,  standing  in 
the  centre  of  the  room. 

I understood  from  the  manner  in  which  she 
distributed  the  crumbs  of  bread,  that  she  was 
merely  doing  it  out  of  amusement,  and  she 
seemed  to  take  especial  delight  in  watching  the 
surging  mass  of  bipeds  fighting  over  the  food. 

The  little  chicks,  crushed  by  the  furious  on- 
slaught  of  the  roosters,  uttered  plaintive  cries. 
In  this  crush  where  the  strongest  triumphed 
over  the  feeble,  human  ambition  with  ail  its  dé- 
ceptions was  plainly  reproduced.  This  struck 
me  as  being  altogether  more  melancholy  than 
gay;  however,  I could  hear  an  occasional  peal 
of  laughter  inside,  which  demonstrated  that  the 
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fair  tantalizer  was  enjoying  herself  at  ail  events. 
Curiosity  prompted  me  to  approach  a little 
nearer  ; at  the  same  moment  the  young  person 
who  found  pleasure  in  this  cruel  sport  appeared 
on  the  threshold  of  the  door.  Then  it  was  that 
I beheld  Mlle.  Augusta,  the  Duc’s  niece,  for  the 
first  time. 

She  was  a young  blonde — just  ripe  enough  to 
marry,  as  the  peasants  say.  Although  ail 
Alsatians,  as  a rule,  are  blondes,  I do  not  recol- 
lect  ever  having  seen  such  beautiful  hair  before. 
It  was  arranged  with  wonderful  simplicity,  and 
shone  in  the  morning  sun  like  a mass  of  filtered 
gold  and  silver.  She  had  large,  Steel  grey  eyes, 
and  a proud  but  attractive  appearance.  In  a 
Word,  she  was  so  lovely  that  I remained  as  if 
spell-bound  under  the  charm  of  her  beauty.  But 
how  could  she  possibly  take  pleasure  in  that 
which  chagrined  me  ? 

The  following  day  I saw  her  again.  She 
was  taking  a stroll  in  the  garden  that  separated 
the  hou  se  from  the  pond.  A prey  to  ennui^  no 
doubt,  she  came  there  regularly  every  day. 
Although  I did  not  seek  her,  still  I found  lier 
there  frequently — too  often,  in  fact,  for  I finally 
saw  nothing  but  her. 

The  cultivation  of  the  soil  appeared  to 
greatly  interest  the  Duc,  and  we  sometimes  held 
animated  conversations  on  the  subject.  One  day 
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I succeeded  in  changing  the  subject  to  the  beau- 
tiful  Augusta. 

I learned  that  she  was  an  orpban  and  that 
lier  uncle  was  the  administrator  of  her  modest 
income.  I also  learned  that  she  was  proud  of 
her  beauty  and  her  station,  and  that  it  would  be 
difficult  indeed  to  appeal  to  her  heart.  Her 
uncle  had  made  several  futile  attempts  to  marry 
her  off,  but  none  of  the  parties  were,  in  her  esti- 
mation, sufficiently  wealthy  or  noble  to  suit  her. 
Then  I said  to  myself  that  this  hauglity  queen 
would  never  condescend  to  cast  a look  on  the 
likes  of  me  whom  she  had  not  even  deigned  to 
notice.  In  the  country,  men  are  pretty  much 
ail  alike.  It  is  necessary  to  study  them  closely 
in  order  to  discern  whether  some  are  better  edu- 
cated  than  the  others;  the  dust  of  the  soil 
covers  alike  the  laborer  and  the  landed  pro- 
prietor.  Thus  I reasoned  to  myself,  and  yet  I 
really  did  not  believe  it.  Besides,  if  Mlle. 
Augusta  did  not  run  after  me,  neither  did  she 
avoid  me  ; and  frequently  she  would  corne  and 
join  her  uncle  when  she  saw  us  together. 

Then  I essayed  to  discover  whether  she  pos- 
sessed  any  other  faults  besides  that  of  being 
proud.  And  it  required  very  little  exertion  on 
my  part  to  arrive  at  a satisfactory  conclusion. 
She  struck  me  as  being  exceedingly  fi  ivolous  and 
not  at  ail  disposed  to  ever  bear  any  one  the 
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slightest  affection.  I imagined  that  the  discovery 
of  these  imperfections  would  remove  her  from 
my  thoughts.  But  no  ! They  may  possibly  liave 
detracted  from  the  esteem  I bore  her,  but  it  did 
not  in  the  least  affect  the  feeling  of  love  with 
which  she  inspired  me.  Reflection  only  en- 
lightened  me  without  driving  away  the  passion 
that  now  dominated  me,  body  and  soûl.  In 
spite  of  the  distance  that  separated  us,  in  spite 
of  the  dictâtes  of  my  conscience,  it  was  soon  im- 
possible for  me  to  remove  her  from  my  mind. 
She  had  completely  captivated  me,  and  I could 
no  longer  resist  the  fatal  passion.  I was  as  a 
slave  on  his  knees  before  his  master,  and  I did 
not  possess  the  power  to  rise.  AU  thought  of 
further  résistance  was  therefore  useless  ; ashamed 
of  my  weakness,  and  finding  the  task  of  control- 
ling  my  feelings  too  difïicult  to  undertake,  I left 
Breithaus.  But  danger  is  a powerful  magnet, 
it  attracts  ; so  the  following  day  found  me  back 
at  the  farm.  I still  had  enough  will-power  to 
décidé  to  keep  ail  this  to  myself,  and  I took  an 
oath  that  no  one  should  ever  know  of  my  in- 
fatuation. 

And  so  I remained  at  Breithaus,  cursing  the 
fate  that  had  placed  this  young  girl  on  my  path, 
making  the  présent  misérable  and  destroying  ail 
hopes  for  the  future. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Two  montlis  after  the  arrivai  of  the  Duc  at 
the  farm,  months  which  were  as  two  centuries 
to  me,  a fête  champêtre  took  place  at  one  of  the 
neighboring  villages.  Augusta  was  wild  to  see 

what  it  was  like,  so  M.  de  B conseiited  to 

take  her  to  the  fête  and  show  her  how  the 
country  lads  and  lassies  enjoy  themselves  in 
Alsatia.  He  asked  me  which  road  they  should 
take  to  reach  the  village  and  then  took  his  de- 
parture  with  her. 

It  was  Sunday,  I had  nothing  to  keep  me  at 
the  farm  and  I would  hâve  liked  to  hâve  shown 
them  the  way,  but  I had  not  the  courage  to 
offer  my  services. 

So  I remained  behind  in  the  garden,  but  I 
folio wed  them  with  my  eyes  until  they  were  lost 
to  view  in  the  distance. 

And  now  my  story  begins  to  be  interesting. 

The  Windows  of  the  main  building  opened  on 
the  garden  and  the  fîelds  on  one  si  de,  and  on 
the  barn-yard  on  the  other.  It  was  a very  warm 

day,  and  Mlle,  de  B , whom  I had  not  seen 

until  then,  was  seated  at  the  open  window. 

Thus  she  appeared  to  me  for  the  first  time, 
like  a beautiful  picture  in  a frame.  I had  of 
course  seen  her  several  times  before  at  a distance, 
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but  that  was  ail.  I was  inclined  to  belle ve  that 
this  youiig  person  was  still  more  proud  tliaii  lier 
cousin,  since  she  never  condescended  to  show 
herself  about  the  farm.  Wlienever  t lie  Duc  liad 
occasion  to  reprimand  liis  niece,  he  invariably 
set  up  his  cliild  as  a model  ; and,  from  bis  elabo- 
rate  description  of  Mlle,  de  B.,  I pictured  tomy- 
self  that  slie  must  be  the  very  image  of  propriety. 

“Why,  is  that  you,  monsieur!”  she  ex- 
claimed  as  she  suddenly  caught  siglit  of  me  in 
the  garden.  “ Make  haste  ; my  father  counted 
on  you  to  escort  liim  to  the  fête  ; at  this  mo- 
ment tliey  probably  are  accusing  you  for  being 
so  indifferent,  although,  I am  quite  sure,  they 
will  forgive  you  if  you  only  make  haste  and 
rejoin  them.” 

These  words  filled  my  soûl  with  joy,  and  I al- 
ready  pictured  to  myself  many  happy  days  in 
the  future.  1 mumbled  something  unintelligible 
in  reply,  and  started  off  on  a dead  run.  The 
words,  “ they  will  forgive  you,”  were  ringing  in 
my  ears,  and  I repeated  them  to  myself  as  I 
hurried  along  the  road. 

Finally,  I succeeded  in  overtaking  the  Duc 
and  his  niece,  and,  thanks  to  the  confidence 

with  which  Mlle,  de  B had  inspired  me,  I 

mustered  up  sufficient  courage  to  remain  by 
Augusta’s  side  ail  that  evening. 

It  was  day-break  when  we  reached  the  farm, 
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and  yet  I felt  no  inclination  to  sleep  ; so  I 
stretched  myself  ont  on  a bundle  of  hay,  and 
with  my  eyes  staring  fixedly  at  tlie  rising  sun,  I 
asked  myself  whether  ail  this  had  actually  oc- 
curred.  The  scene  at  the  window  presented 
itself  before  me  ; the  appearance  of  Mlle,  de 

B seemed  only  like  a picture  conjured  up 

in  a dream.  Her  head  was  not  that  of  a woman, 
it  was  more  like  that  of  a child.  And  again  it 
appeared  to  me  as  only  a mass  of  golden  ringlets. 
The  folds  of  her  dress  were  not  sufficiently 
ample  to  contain  a human  form  ; and  she  had 
the  imaginary  features  of  one  of  those  beings  we 
caii  neither  see  nor  hear  : the  angel,  the  muse 
we  are  constantly  seeking  although  we  know 
that  such  idyls  are  not  of  this  earth.  Was  it  a 
woman  or  a spirit  that  I had  seen  at  the  window 
who  had  thus  transformed  my  sorrow  into  hope, 
my  grief  into  joy  ? 

Be  this  as  it  may,  the  vision  certainly  said  to 
me  ; “ Here  I am  ; take  courage,  you  must  be 
happy,  for  such  is  my  wish  ! ’’  And  I was  hm^py 
— I sufFered  no  longer.  I was  proud  of  my  love 
for  Augusta,  andeverything  on  earth  hadbecome 
grander  in  my  estimation.  The  world  was  sud- 
denly  peopled  by  sympathetic  beings  with  whom 
I would  willingly  hâve  shared  the  happiness  and 
hope  I had  received  in  the  smile  of  Renée. 

This  was  her  name.  I did  not  ask  myself 
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when  and  how  I should  become  intimate  witli 
her — for  it  was  fated  that  we  should  be  fast 
friends  ; aye,  even  until  death. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

In  Alsatia  we  do  not  do  ail  of  our  thresli- 
ing  by  steam.  The  straw  is  rendered  useless 
for  a number  of  purposes  when  threshed  by 
machinery,  and  so  we  are  obliged  to  tliresh 
much  of  it  in  the  barn. 

As  I was  superin tending  this  work  one  day, 
an  event  occurred  that  completely  demoralized 
• the  inhabitants  of  the  farm.  A mad  dog,  pur- 
sued  by  a number  of  pensants  who  were  armed 
with  pitch-forks  and  spades,  suddenly  made  its 
appearance  in  an  adjoining  field.  Mme.  Toquin, 
wlio  saw  it  from  her  window,  cried  out  to  shut 
ail  the  doors.  This  was  most  important  in  order 
to  protect  the  poultry  and  cows  from  any  sudden 
attack  on  the  part  of  the  rabid  brute. 

The  most  resolute  of  the  men  and  I started 
off  to  secure  the  beast  ; we  armed  ourselves  with 
what  weapons  were  within  easy  reach.  Ail  this 
was  the  work  of  but  a moment. 

Instead  of  entering  the  farm,  the  dog  had 
taken  a cross-road  and  we  hurried  on  to  re-inforce 
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those  who  were  giving  chase.  It  was  a bîg 
brute  and  was  runningwith  sucli  enormous  speed 
that  it  was  soon  lost  to  sight  in  the  heavy  timber 
that  adjoined  the  place.  After  beating  the  bnish 
on  ail  sides,  we  were  obliged  to  abandon  the 
Chase,  and  we  returned  to  the  farm  thoroughly 
worn  out.  These  incidents  are  of  such  common 
occurrence  in  the  country  that  one  becomes  accus- 
tomed  to  them  out  of  force  of  habit,  and  I no 
longer  gave  the  enraged  animal  a thought.  But, 
on  our  return,  I learned  that  M.  de  B.  ac- 
companied  by  his  daughter  and  Augusta,  had 
gone  on  an  excursion  from  which  they  had  not 
yet  returned.  The  thought  that  the  danger 
which  we  had  succeeded  in  warding  off  might  now 
threaten  them  filled  my  breast  with  fear.  Vainly 
did  I Scan  the  surrounding  country  for  a glimpse 
of  them  : they  were  not  in  sight.  I did  not 
know  which  direction  they  had  taken,  so  it  was 
of  course  useless  for  me  to  try  to  find  them.  A 
prey  to  the  most  cruel  fears,  1 leaned  upon  the 
gâte  and  waited  for  them  to  put  in  an  appear- 
ance. 

The  sun  had  sunk  to  rest  bej^ond  the  tops  of 
the  trees  and  the  twilight  was  simply  grand. 
Suddenly,  in  the  distance,  I discerned  aconfused 
form  ; on  doser  inspection,  I could  plainly  dis- 
tinguish  a tall  shadow  and  two  flowing  gowns. 
Evidently  nothing  had  occurred  to  alarm  M.  de 
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B or  the  young  girls  ; I could  see  this  by 

tlxe  tranquil  manner  in  whicli  tliey  slowly  wended 
their  way.  They  were  approaching  quietly  and 
were  only  a few  feet  away,  when  suddenly  I 
heard  a noise  in  the  bushes  along  the  roadside. 
At  the  same  moment,  I caught  sight  of  the 
monster  we  had  vainly  pursued,  and  which  was 
now  directly  in  their  path. 

What  could  I do  ? The  bnly  weapon  I had 
was  a stick.  To  return  to  the  farm-house  was 
an  impossibility.  Before  they  could  hâve  reached 
the  gâte,  the  brute  would  hâve  hurled  himself 
upon  them. 

“ Look  out  !”  I cried  at  the  top  of  my  voice. 
‘‘  The  dog  is  mad  ! ” and  I placed  myself  in  the 
mîddle  of  the  road,  wishing  to  divert  his  attention 
to  me  so  as  to  give  the  others  a chance  to  slip 
by  unnoticed. 

The  brute  evidently  divined  my  intention,  for 
he  made  a spring  at  my  throat.  I sprang  nimbly 
aside,  and  the  next  instant  presented  him  with 
the  end  of  my  stick.  He  seized  it  in  his  jaws, 
then  let  go  and  made  another  spring  ; but  I was 
equal  to  the  occasion  and  repeated  the  same 
tactics,  invariably  poking  the  end  of  my  stick  in 
his  mouth  to  keep  him  at  a respectful  distance. 

“Bring  me  a weapon,”  I cried,  ‘‘and  I will 
soon  put  an  end  to  the  brute.” 

“A  weapon  ? I hâve  just  the  thing  you  re- 
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quire,”  replied  the  Duc,  and  he  hurried  into  the 
bouse. 

Augusta  ran  after  liim,  evidently  afraid  to  re- 
main longer  in  such  close  proximity  to  the  in- 
furiated  monster.  But  Eenée  did  not  follow 
thern. 

She  stood  by  my  side,  encouraging  me  in  my 
unequal  struggle. 

“ Eun  away,  mademoiselle  ! ” I cried,  “ run 
away  ; the  dog  may  turn  upon  you  ! ” 

But  she  did  not  stir.  A band  of  farm  hands 
now  made  their  appearance  on  the  scene,  and  at 

the  same  moment  M.  de  B cried  out  in  a 

stentorian  tone  : 

“ Keep  clear  of  his  liead  ! l’m  going  to 
shoot.” 

He  was  standing  at  the  window  ; there  was  a 
Sharp  report  and  the  dog  fell  dead  at  my  feet. 

“A  good  shot!  wasn’t  it?”  he  coolly  re- 
marked.  Then,  as  he  saw  the  peasants  cluster- 
ing  around  me  to  see  if  I was  wounded,  he 
added,  with  a laugh  : 

‘‘  There  was  no  danger  ; I was  sure  of  my  aim. 
You  will  find  the  bull  et  in  his  head  ! That’s 
the  way  we  shoot  the  fox,  only  we  aim  at  the 
eye  so  as  not  to  destroy  the  skin.” 

The  peasants  cheered  him  at  this  and  the  Duc 
doffed  his  bat  in  return. 

“You  understand  that  it  was  necessary  in 
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order  to  save  the  children,”  he  said  by  way  of 
an  explanation  when  he  joined  me  a moment 
later. 

“ But  in  order  to  save  us,  papa,’’  ventured 
Renée,  “ you  risked  monsieur’s  life  ! Do  you 
tlien  imagine  that  it  is  not  as  valuable  as  that  of 
nobleman?” 

“ But,  I repeat,  there  was  absolutely  no 
danger.” 

And  lie  added,  as  he  rested  his  eyes  on  me  : 

‘‘Never  mind!  he  was  not  afraid,  and  l’m 
proud  of  him  ! ” 

I was  going  to  take  my  leave.  Renée  sud- 
denly  took  off  her  glove  and  held  out  her  little 
liand  to  me.  I might  hâve  experienced  some 
scruple  to  take  Augusta  by  the  hand  ; but  I 
seized  bers  and  pressed  it  fervently  in  my  own. 
In  that  pressure  of  the  hand,  I understood  that 
I was  no  longer  a stranger  to  Renée  ; she  would 
give  me  her  friendship  and  would  interest  her- 
self  in  my  happiness.  And  yet  ail  this  trans- 
pired  in  less  than  a second. 

I hâve  made  better  shots  than  that,”  con- 

tinued  M.  de  B “ Corne  and  take  supper 

with  us,  and  I will  show  you  my  gun.” 

The  étiquette  of  polite  society  is  strange  in- 
deed  ! It  is  essential  not  to  express  the  feelings 
of  the  heart,  a somewhat  prudent  measure,  it  is 
true.  This  discrétion,  in  a measure,  throws  a 
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mantle  over  generous  hearts  and  likewise  covers 
up  those  who  are  egotistical.  Wliile  some  lose 
but  little,  others  bave  everything  to  gain. 

The  Duc  de  B did  not  say  : “ Thanks  ! you 

are  a brave  lad  ” — but  by  ofFering  me  a seat  at 
bis  table,  lie  expressed  bimself  in  tbis  wise  : 
“ You  are  welcome  in  my  home,  1 look  uponyou 
as  an  equal.’’ 

And  for  a nobleman,  tbis  was  a great  deal. 

To  be  received  by  tbe  Duc — to  be  bis 

child’s  friend  ! And  wby  sbouldn’t  I ? If  it 
was  impossible  for  me  ever  to  aspire  to  the 
band  of  Augusta,  I did  not  see  an  obstacle  to 
my  friendship  for  Renée.  It  was  not  God  wbo 
suggested  the  idea  of  having  different  classes  of 
society,  I reasoned  to  myself;  they  were  the 
outcome  of  foolish  customs.  That  which  really 
distinguishes  men  is  the  superiority  of  their  in- 
tellect, and  this  superiority  will  eventually 
bring  ail  educated  men,  no  matter  how 

high  or  low  they  may  stand  in  the  so- 
cial sphere,  together.  Just  put  a bit  of  cork 

and  a piece  of  lead  in  a vessel  of  water,  the  one 
will  sink  to  the  bottom,  while  the  other  will 
always  corne  to  the  surface.  Unquestionably 
the  bits  of  cork  must  therefore  meet  on  the  sur- 
face of  the  water,  just  as  the  pièces  of  lead  will 
corne  together  at  the  bottom.  Let  tbem  start  from 
the  top  or  from  the  bottom,  it  stands  to  reason 
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that  kindred  liearts  and  sentiments  should  corne 
togetlier,  no  matter  liow  strong  the  influence 
brouglit  to  bear  to  separate  tliem.  And  thus  it 
was  that  I did  not  évincé  any  scritples  about  vis- 
iting  the  Duc  de  B . 

It  was  not  long  before  the  Duc  began  to  greet 
me  as  if  I had  been  a friend  of  ten  years’  stand- 
ing, and  I soon  repeated  my  visit.  My  soûl  ex- 
panded  under  the  spell  of  Renée’s  conversation. 
She  expressed  the  highest  and  most  noble 
thoughts  in  the  simplest  manner  possible,  and 
lier  words  rang  in  my  ears  long  after  she  had 
finished.  As  much  as  Augusta  awed  me, 
Renée  made  me  feel  at  ease  and  contented.  I 
became  more  attached  to  her  with  the  discovery 
of  each  new  quality.  And  yet  I felt  that  I 
would  hâve  loved  her  less  had  I,  by  accident, 
found  a single  defect  in  her  character. 

Oh  ! why  was  it  not  thus  with  Augusta  ? 
’Twas  because  I experienced  for  her  love  of  the 
most  profound  passion  ; whereas,  the  love  I 
bore  Renée  was  born  only  of  friendship. 

Did  I say  friendship  ? And  yet  the  world  in- 
sists  that  friendship  be  devoid  of  ail  feeling, 
they  will  not  associate  it  with  dévotion  and  ex- 
altation; this  ordinary,  commonplace  idea  of 
friendship  was  not  the  kind  of  dévotion  I had 
pledged  to  Renée,  the  feeling  with  which  she 
inspired  me  was  almost  akin  to  idolatry. 
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We  did  not  refer  to  the  sympathy  that  liad 
drawn  us  together  for  some  little  time,  as  we 
were  never  alone.  But  a mere  straw,  a grain 
of  wheat,  a faded  flower  caused  the  same 
tliouglits  to  rush  to  our  minds.  And  wliat  good 
opinion  we  had  of  each  other  ! How  well  we 
undeïstood  each  other,  without  ever  hinting  at 
our  love  ! 

But  the  ice  was  broken  at  last. 

One  evening,  the  Duc  de  B suggested  a 

stroll  and  took  the  lead,  wdth  Augiista  leaning 
on  his  arm.  I followed  with  Kenée. 

“ Where  are  we  going  ? I asked. 

She  raised  her  head  and  replied  : 

Among  the  stars  ! If  you  are  willing  ? ” 

“ Delighted,  I am  sure.” 

The  sky,  with  its  constellation  of  glittering 
stars  w^as  a perfect  study. 

“ What  beautiful  objects  surround  us  ! ” she  ex- 
claimed  after  a short  silence.  “ Our  life  should 
be  one  chant  of  grâce  and  action.  Really,  I 
can’t  understand  why  we  should  bother  ourselves 
in  this  World  for  a taste  of  paradise  in  the  next,  as 
we  hâve  but  to  open  our  eyes  to  see  Paradise  on 
ail  sides.  There  are  religions  fanatics  who  shut 
themselves  up  in  a cloister  and  undergo  great 
deprivations  in  order  to  offer  up  their  soûls  to 
God,  while  they  would  only  hâve  to  look  at  Na- 
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ture  to  fiiid  the  Creator  they  are  seeking  ! You 
believe  in  God,  I suppose  ? ” 

‘‘Naturally!  Since  I find  His  workmanship 
constantly  about  and  in  me.  Do  you  know 
what  it  is  to  feel  that  God  is  in  you  ? It  is  to 
love  as  I do.” 

Slie  turned  towards  me  eagerly,  and  fixing  ber 
eyes  on  mine,  said  : 

“ Do  you  believe  that  friendship  is  possible 
between  a young  man  and  a young  woman  ? ” 

“ I am  positive,”  I replied,  “ that  it  is  possi- 
ble for  a man  to  adore  a woman  without  neces- 
sarily  experiencing  a love  born  of  passion.  And 
how  could  I doubt  it?  ” 

After  ail,  it  is  not  as  inexplicable  as  people 
suppose,”  answered  Renée.  “No  matter  how 
great  one’s  love  for  mother  or  fatlier,  this  love 
leaves  a certain  vacancy  in  the  heart.  To 
fill  this  vacancy  it  would  be  necessary  for  our 
parents  to  hâve  our  âge  and  their  own  at  the 
same  time  ; then  their  tenderness  would  not 
afford  room  for  any  other  desires.  The  habit 
of  submitting  to  the  exigencies  of  this  life  ren- 
dors it  almost  impossible  for  them  to  compre- 
hend  our  poetical  aspirations,  and  even  more 
difficult  for  us  to  confide  in  them.  Apparently, 
the  more  we  know  of  each  other  only  renders 
us  ail  the  more  ignorant  after  ail.  Some  one 
chances  along  who  shares  and  awakens  our 
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tlioughts,  who  upliolds  and  consoles  us  and  we 
realize  that  we  liave  found  a true  friend  in  ail 
the  sense  of  tlie  word/’ 

‘‘  But  how  can  peuple  become  staunch  friends 
in  so  short  a time  ? 

“ Because  if  friendship  is  retained  by  esteem 
alone  it  is  none  the  less  boni  of  sympathy.” 

“ Then  how  can  you  explain  my  daring  to 
love  you  thus  ? ’’ 

“ Because  you  were  unhappy  and  you  real- 
ized  that  I sympathized  with  you  in  your  mis- 
fortune  ; because  I hâve  divined  a secret  you 
hâve  not  seen  fit  to  confide  to  any  one — not 
even  to  yourself.’’ 

Then  there  was  a long  silence,  during  which 
our  hands  were  warmly  clasped.  I was  moved 
almost  to  tears. 

“ Yes,”  I continued,  ‘‘you  gave  me  nothing, 
promised  me  nothing,  and  yet  you  hâve  made 
me  happy.  Since  1 hâve  known  you  my  head 
is  filled  with  charming  fancies  and  romande 
idyls.  At  night,  on  returning  from  my  work,  I 
involuntarily  hum  the  refrain  our  laborers 
chant  on  returning  from  the  fields.  Formerly, 
these  simple  songs  fatigued  me,  but  now  I am 
the  first  to  intone  them.  It  is  essential  for 
one’s  happiness  to  feel  that  one  is  not  alone  in 
the  World.  Those  who  hâve  experienced  re- 
buffs  in  their  love  affairs  can  always  find  repose 
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in  friendship.  Tlie  isolated  existence  I led  be- 
fore  I met  you  would  be  impossible  for  me  in 
the  future,  after  having  enjoyed  the  suprême 
happiness  of  tasting  the  joys  of  friendship  ; 
and,  if  my  dream  of  love  rnust  end,  tlien  I bave 
but  one  prayer  to  ask  of  Heaven  : that  my  life 
may  end  with  tliis  dream.’’ 

Then  Renée  gathered  a buncli  of  blue-bells 
and  handed  tliem  to  me. 

“ Here,”  said  she,  ‘‘  is  my  favorite  flower. 
If  you  wislî,  it  shall  be  oui*  rallying  token  ; and 
if  ever  one  of  us  is  tempted  to  forget  the  other, 
he  shâll  receive  a bunch  of  these  flowers.  Tliis 
will  signify  : ‘ I do  not  forget.’  ” 


CHARTER  V. 

I DESIRE  to  say  a few  words  regarding  the 
curious  impression  my  entree  in  this  unknown 
sphere  produced  on  me. 

Up  to  this  moment  I had  contented  myself 
with  associating  with  what  is  erroneously  tei  med 
an  ‘‘  inferior  class.” 

I was  well  aware  that  in  upper  tendom,” 
and  especially  among  the  nobility,  a certain 
amount  of  refinement  is  indispensable,  but  up  to 
the  présent  time  I liad  never  experienced  the 
3 
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necessity  of  initiating  myself  in  the  customs  of 
polite  society. 

On  the  occasion  of  my  first  visit  to  the  Duc 

de  B , I was  considerably  impressed  by  the 

general  ensemble^  but  the  details  escaped  my  no- 
tice altogether.  I was  charmed  by  the  extra- 
ordinary  flow  of  conversation,  by  the  éloquent 
gestures  and  exquisite  manners  of  these  leaders 
of  the  World  of  fashion.  I imagined  myself 
clumsy  and  out  of  my  element  ; I could  hear  my- 
self speak  in  a coarse,  guttural  voice.  Later  on, 
when  I rejoined  my  former  associâtes,  their 
voices  seemed  to  Sound  frightfully  harsh,  their 
conversation  decidedly  coarse,  their  actions  rude 
in  the  extreme,  and  I formed  a resolution  that 
ere  long  his  barrier,  which  separated  me  as  it 
were  from  the  members  of  the  Duc’s  family 
should  hâve  entirely  disappeared.  Nevertheless, 
I had  derived  a certain  freedom  from  my  posi- 
tion of  plain  gentleman  farmer,  as  none  of  them 
ever  stood  upon  ceremony  with  me.  Augusta, 
for  instance,  would  say  : 

‘‘  Pluck  that  flower,  those  grapes  for  me.” 

She  would  not  hâve  taken  them  from  a gar- 
dener,  neither  would  she  hâve  accepted  them 
from  a young  man  who  was  lier  equal. 

Whenever  the  Duc  wished  to  take  a stroll 
and  feared  being  lonely,  he  asked  me  to  accom- 
pany  him. 
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Nevertheless,  tlie  moment  arrived  when  the 
nature  of  our  relations  was  destined  to  undergo 
a change  in  order  to  become  ail  the  more  lasting. 

The  hunting  season  opened  : once  or  twice  a 
week  numbers  of  sportsmen  would  corne  from 
miles  around  and  assemble  at  the  Duc’s  in  the 
evening  at  dinner.  I felt  altogetlier  too  awk- 
ward  on  my  first  visit  to  the  Duc  to  willingly  ex- 
périence a similar  feeling  in  the  presence  of 
strangers.  So  it  came  to  pass  that  I finally  ex- 
hausted  every  possible  excuse  in  order  to  avoid 
being  at  Breithaus  on  these  occasions.  But 
this  System  could  not  go  on  indefinitely;  besides, 
the  Duc  and  his  family  intended  to  return  to 
town  shortly,  and  tliey  insisted  that‘1  should 
visit  them  during  the  season.  I could  not  exist 
without  Renée,  and  1 certainly  could  not  tear 
myself  away  from  Augusta,  whom  I loved  more 
and  more  every  day,  so  I found  myself  com- 
pelled  to  enter  a salon  at  last. 

I confided  my  embarrassment  to  Renée  who, 
without  further  ceremony,  started  in  earnest  to 
complété  my  éducation  as  a gentleman.  Her 
first  instructions  seemed  to  me  extremely  ridicu- 
lous  and  I burst  out  laughing. 

Then  she  would  say:  ‘‘Don’tlaugh  so  loud. 
Don’t  corne  so  near  me,  don’t  raise  your  voice 
so  high,”  et  cetera, 

The  Duc  took  spécial  delight  in  my  évident 
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desire  to  accustom  myself  to  the  ways  of  the 
World,  and  lie  frequently  aided  me  witli  his 
advice.  I was  finally  convinced  of  the  sincerity 
of  his  affection  when  he  suggested  that  I should 
présent  him  to  my  mother  who  was  living  on  a 
farm  I owned  at  Blaue  Blumen. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Blaue  Blumen  was  about  an  liour’s  ride  from 
Breithaus. 

My  mother  did  not  attempt  to  tender  M.  de 

B and  his  family  a grand  réception  ; her 

greeting  was  sincere  and  devoid  of  ail  pre tension. 

Yourson,  madame,  is  an  intriguingschemer,’’ 
said  the  Duc  as  we  seated  ourselves  at  the  table. 
“ He  ingi*atiates  himself  into  people’s  hearts 
without  as  much  as  saying  by  your  leave.  He 
bas  endeared  himself  to  me,  and,  I might  add, 
to  us  ail.” 

‘‘  Oh,  yes,”  added  Renée. 

But  Augusta  said  nothing. 

“I  know  ail  this  already,  monsieur,”  added 
my  mother,  “ my  son  has  explained  everything 
to  me  in  his  letters,  and  I thank  you  for  the  few 
months  of  happiness  you  hâve  given  him.” 

‘‘  Why  only  a few  months?”  interrupted  the 
Duc.  ‘‘  Franz  will  always  be  as  one  of  my  own 
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family,  and  it  is  precisely  for  this  very  reason 
that  I hâve  called  here  to-day.’’ 

“ Thanks,  monsieur,”  remarked  my  mother, 
as  she  bruslied  aside  a tear,  but  I fear  Franz 
could  ne  ver  forget  you  even  if  be  ever  bad  the 
inclination  to  do  so.” 

‘‘  And  wby  sbould  be  ever  wisb  to  forget  us?” 

‘‘  Fate  bas  decreed  it  that  bis  position  in  life 
sbould  be  different  from  yours.  To  sucb  distin- 
guisbed  people  as  you,  affection  is  a sort  of  fasci- 
nation, wbile  it  is  life  itself  to  sucb  as  we.” 

“ Tben  you  are  of  tbe  belief,  madame,  tliat  it 
would  bave  been  better  for  Franz  to  havefougbt 
against  tbe  feeling  of  sympatby  be  evinced  for 
us  ? ” 

“ Perhaps.” 

“ And  feeling  tbat  bis  heart  vvas  taken,  be 
sbould  bave  taken  safety  in  fligbt  the  first  day 
be  set  eyes  on  us ” 

“ Ob  ! ” I exclaimed,  “ my  fate  was  sealed 
fi’om  the  very  first  day.  It  was  tben  already  too 
late  to  retreat.” 

“ Very  well  ! I admit  tbat  1 am  wrong,”  in- 
terrupted  my  motber.  “ Besides,  my  candor 
bears  the  semblance  of  ingratitude.  You  must 
forgive  me,  as  my  want  of  expérience  makes  me 
ignorant  of  many  tbings.  Corne,  I admit  that 
Franz’  dévotion  for  Mlle.  Renée  is  inexplicable 
to  me.” 


38 


Le  Bleuet 


‘‘Well  then,  I will  explain  it  to  you,”  said 

M.  de  B And  I will  give  you  their  full 

confession,  althougli  they  hâve  never  confided  in 
me.  I can  read  their  minds  as  well  as  they  can 
themselves.’’ 

“ Oh,  papa  ! ’’  exclaimed  Renée. 

Let  me  continue.  It  will  be  time  enough 
to  interrupt  me  if  I am  wrong,  but  believe  me, 
I am  not  mistaken.  Oh,  I hâve  not  been  a 
diplomat  for  nothing.’^ 

Then  turning  towards  my  mother,  he  con- 
tinued  : 

Up  to  the  présent  time,  I hâve  mapped  ont 
the  course  of  my  daughter’s  life  so  as  to  leave  no 
possible  room  for  further  desires.  But  there 
are  certain  feelings  of  youth  and  expansion  in  the 
hearts  of  ail  young  people.  Renée  adores  lier 
cousin,  and  yet  their  views  are  altogether  differ- 
ent on  many  subjects.  Although  they  are  of 
perfect  accord,  still  there  can  never  be  any  great 
intimacy  between  them.  There  was  an  unoccu- 
pied  space  in  Renée’s  heart,  and  some  one  lias 
managed  to  gain  possession  of  that  space.  There 
is  the  guilty  party,’’  he  added,  pointing  to  me. 
‘‘At  this  moment  these  children  believe  in  a 
beautiful  dream  : that  of  an  idyllic  love.  They 
wish  to  set  an  example  to  the  world,  like  the 
story  of  Orestes  and  Pylades,long  since  forgotten.” 

You  are  making  fun  of  us  ! ” said  Renée. 
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Not  at  ail,  I assure  you.  On  the  coiitrary, 
I respect  your  views  ; but  you  can  not  blâme  me 
if  my  faith  is  not  of  the  kind  which  moves 
mountains.  Ten  years  from  now,  I would  ad- 
mire you  ; for  the  présent,  I understand  you, 
which  is  already  a great  deal.  Only  let  us  hope 
that  ail  the  world  will  do  as  much.  In  the 
meantime,  my  dear  children,  let  us  keep  ail  tins 
to  ourselves  ; it  is  not  necessary  to  acquaint  the 
World  with  sentiments  that  would  never  be  cred- 
ited.  We  can  not  publish  your  views  of  friend- 
ship  in  the  papers,  or  make  philosophers  appre- 
ciate  the  dévotion  this  honest  man  bears  you, 
my  child.  I firmly  believe  that  lie  would  never 
realize  that  you  are  a very  attractive  woman, 
even  though  lie  lived  to  be  as  old  as  Methuse- 
lah,  but  this  would  not  be  the  general  opinion.’’ 

“ How  good  you  are,  papa,”  said  Renée,  as 
she  kissed  him  aflfectionately  on  both  cheeks. 

As  for  me,  I could  not  speak.  I seized  M.  de 
B ’s  hand  and  carried  it  to  my  lips. 

“ But,”  feebly  objected  my  mother,  ‘‘  what  if 
mademoiselle  should  marry?  Do  you  believe 
her  husband  would  look  upon  their  friendship 
in  the  same  light  as  you  do,  monsieur  ? ” 

I wiil  never  marry,”  calmly  remarked 
Renée. 

“Do  not  imagine,  madame,”  said  the  Duc, 
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tliat  I would  consent  to  anything  tbat  might 
appear  at  ail  improbable,  for  this  would  be  going 
a step  too  far.  I am  simply  giving  in  to  a sen- 
timent I can  no  longer  struggle  against.  I 
tliink  I know  my  cliild  ; slie  acts  altogetber  ac- 
cording  to  the  dictâtes  of  her  heart,  and  I bave 
neither  tbe  strength  nor  tlie  inclination  to  dis- 
courage ber  in  her  affection  for  Franz.  I there- 
fore  submit  to  the  inévitable,  and  confide  the 
honor  of  these  dear  children  in  tbeir  own  keep- 
ing.  Do  likewise,  madame,  and  you  will  be 
happy.  And  now,  as  the  weather  is  fine  and  I 
bave  my  gun  with  me,  I will  leave  you  three  to- 
gether  while  I go  out  and  scare  up  enough  to 
make  our  supper.” 

Mlle.  Augusta  was  silent  during  ail  this  time. 
Her  countenance  now  assumed  an  expression  of 
severity,  which  was  not  at  ail  becoming. 

‘‘  What  ails  you  ? ’’  asked  her  uncle. 

“ Why — nothing!”  she  replied. 

As  M.  de  B left  the  room  he  whispered 

these  words  to  Renée  : 

“ Take  warning  ! To-day  this  child  is  as  the 
World  will  be  to-morrow  ; she  does  not  believe 
because  she  does  not  comprehend.” 

“ She  will  believe  ; one  always  ends  by  be- 
lieving  in  what  is  true,’'  simply  remarked  Mlle 
de  B 
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My  mother  was  méditative.  This  confession 
worried  her. 

Franz,”  said  she  tenderly,  let  me  ask  you 
a question  ; it  is  indispensable  in  order  to  dispel 
my  doubts.  Suppose,  my  boy,  tliat  your  friend 
was  simply  a farmer’s  daughter,  and  that  she 
was  disposed  to  be  your  companion,  your  wife  ? ” 

Renée  and  I burst  into  such  a hearty  laugh 
that  Augusta  and  my  mother  were  compelled  to 
follow  our  example. 

“ Franz  marry  me  î ” exclaimed  Renée  ; 
“ why,  he  is  my  brother.” 

“ How  absurd  !”  I added.  ‘‘  What  an  idea  ! ” 

Renée  placed  her  hand  on  my  mouth. 

“ How  rude  you  are,  to  be  sure  ! ” she  laugh- 
ingly  remarked,  and  I kissed  the  tips  of  her  An- 
gers by  way  of  an  apology. 

Renée  was  very  happy.  I placed  a basket 
of  flowers  under  her  feet  instead  of  a foot-stool, 
and  this  delighted  her  more,  I believe,  than  if 
she  had  been  crowned  Empress  of  France. 

“ How  he  loves  you,  mademoiselle,”  said  my 
mother  affectionately  ; “ I will  be  unable  to  be- 
stow  my  love  upon  liim  much  longer  as  I fear 
that  my  end  is  not  far  distant.  Since  he  is 
happy  and  contented  in  his  love  for  you,  take  him 
— he  is  yours.  Do  just  as  if  I were  no  longer 
of  this  World,  then  you  will  hâve  nothing  to 
change  later  on.  He  is  a noble  lad,  but  he  lias 
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a tender  heart  ; you  might  kill  him — Oh,  do  not 
be  afraid  ! such  a catastrophe  would  resuit  only 
from  the  loss  of  your  love.” 

Renée  ofFered  her  arm  to  my  motlier  and  we 
went  out  in  the  garden. 

Aiigusta  had  now  regained  her  good  humor. 

“ Do  you  know,”  she  said,  ‘‘  your  answer  of  a 
few  moments  ago  was  very  amusing,  to  say  the 
least.  So  you  really  do  not  aspire  to  be  Renée’s 
husband  ? And  yet,  this  marriage  would  be  an 
excellent  catch  for  you,  as  the  pensants  say, 
Indeed,  you  must  be  hard  to  please  not  to  desire 
such  a woman  as  wife  ! Do  you  then  suppose 
that  there  are  more  beautiful  women  than  she?” 

I was  silent. 

‘‘  Tell  me,  I am  curious  ! Hâve  you  ever 
seen  a prettier  girl  than  Renée  ? ” 

“ I hâve  ! ” 

And  who  is  she  ? ” 

Yourself  ! ” 

‘‘  You  simply  wish  to  pay  me  a compliment?” 
That  is  scarcely  necessary  ; besides,  why 
should  I flatter  you  ? ” 

Do  you  mean  this  ? ” 

You  appear  surprised  at  this.  Are  you  then 
not  aware  that  you  are  very  beautiful  ? ” 

‘‘  I don’t  know — yes,  I suppose  so. — Then 
you  really  find  me  pretty  ? Accept  this  for  your 
trouble.” 
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She  took  a rose  from  her  corsage  and  threw 
it  to  me.  I clutched  wildly  at  the  flower  and 
succeeded  in  securing  it  before  it  fell  to  the 
ground.  Augusta  bluslied  to  the  very  roots  of 
her  hair. 

What  are  you  two  talking  about  ? ” queried 
Renée  from  the  other  side  of  the  garden. 

Oh,  nothing  ! ’’  replied  Augusta,  “ we  were 
simply  remarking  that  this  little  brook  betakes 
itself  to  flight  over  the  greensward  at  oui*  ap- 
proach,  as  if  it  dreaded  coming  in  contact  with 
us.  Hide  my  flower  ! ” she  suddenly  added. 
One  would  really  hâve  supposed  that  she  re- 
gretted  what  she  had  just  done.  Hide  it,  do 
you  hear  ?— No,  return  it  to  me,  that  will  be 
still  better.” 

I wish  to  keep  it.” 

She  raised  her  eyes  upon  mine  with  authority, 
but  immediately  lowered  them  again  on  seeing 
the  détermination  that  was  written  on  my  face. 

The  flower  is  an  unwritten  language  between 
nature  and  the  human  being.  When  you  send 
it  from  afar  to  those  you  love  it  carries  in  its 
petals  a message  and  a kiss  ; when  you  hand  it 
to  one  to  whom  you  hâve  not  the  courage  to 
speak,  it  expresses  your  sentiments  in  a language 
none  can  fail  to  understand.  And  this  is  the 
reason  why  love  and  friendship  are  always  as- 
sociated  with  flowers.  Like  Renée,  Augusta 
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liad  given  me  a flovver!  But,  oh,  how  different 
were  their  offerings  ! The  blue-bells,  wet  with 
the  evening  dew,  were  handed  to  me  by  Renée 
with  the  simplicity  that  characterized  the  little 
field  flower,  while  the  red  rose  was  full  of  life 
and  sentiment.  It  was  just  opening  in  the 
noon-day  sun  and  its  petals  were  as  soft  as 
velvet.  Augusta  had  flung  it  at  me  in  a 
moment  of  excitement  and  it  was  still  warm 
with  the  heat  of  lier  bosom  ! 

The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  these  two 
girls  had  taken  possession  of  me  ; love  had  fîred 
their  hearts,  but  the  nature  of  their  dévotions 
was  so  different  that  it  would  hâve  been  impossi- 
ble for  the  one  to  be  jealous  of  the  other.  These 
two  great  ladies,  of  whom  I was  so  afraid  at 
first,  were  now  ail  the  world  to  me. 

What  matters  it  if  this  brings  suffering  upon 
me,  since  it  is  so  good  to  love  and  to  know  that 
one  is  loved  in  return  ! 

The  lives  of  those  who  are  insensible  to  love 
must  be  a living  curse  ! 


CHAPTER  VII. 


After  our  visit  to  Blaue  Blumen,  Augusta 
affected  a certain  amount  of  indifférence,  while 
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at  other  times  she  was  positively  unbearable. 
S lie  would  eitlier  address  me  after  tlie  manner 
in  whicli  one  cornmands  a servant  or  else  as  a 
despotic  tyrant.  She  may  possibly  hâve  inter- 
ested  herself  in  me  more  than  formerly,  but  she 
only  approached  me  when  she  was  in  the  humor 
to  either  tease  or  humiliate  me.  After  suppos- 
ing  that  she  no  longer  looked  upon  me  with  in- 
différence, I was  forced  to  acknowledge  that  she 
was  simply  amusing  herself  at  my  expense.  I 
suffered  so  keenly  from  tins  treatment  that  I 
finally  decided  to  give  her  a severe  reprimand 
when  an  event  transpired  which  caused  me  to 
completely  forget  my  love  for  the  time  being. 

One  evening,  as  we  were  returning  home  from 
work,  some  of  our  men  discovered  an  unknown 
man  concealed  in  a hay-rick,  and  they  immedi- 
ately  pronounced  him  to  be  a malefactor.  The 
mere  fact  of  liis  hiding  in  the  hay-rick  settled 
ail  doubts  on  the  subject,  so  without  giving  the 
poor  devil  a chance  to  explain,  they  set  upon 
him  and  beat  him  unmercifully. 

M.  Toquin,  seeing  that  there  were  twelve  of 
his  men  to  tackle  this  solitary  individual,  con- 
tinued  on  his  way,  so  it  remained  for  me  to 
interfère. 

I drew  nearer  and  perceived  a diminutive 
specimen  of  mankind  struggling  in  the^grasp  of 
these  twelve  sturdy  laborers.  He  appeared  to 
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be  a very  young  man,  and  I judged  by  bis 
clothing,  dusty  though  it  was,  thaï  lie  was  no 
common  tramp.  I insisted  on  his  immédiate 
release,  then,  turning  towards  him  I asked  ; 

‘‘Who  are  you,  and  what  are  you  doing  in 
our  hay-rick?’’ 

But  he  only  shook  his  head  and  mumbled 
sometbing  in  a strange  tongue. 

My  lads,”  said  I,  turning  to  tbe  men,  ‘‘  you 
are  wasting  your  time  bere.  This  man  is  per- 
fectly  inofFensive;  I will  conduct  bim  to  tbe 
village  Bourgomaster  myself  and  will  explain 
how  you  discovered  bim  biding  in  tlie  hay.” 

The  men  muttered  sometbing  about  tbeir 
sport  being  interrupted,  but  tbey  did  not  dare  to 
dispute  my  autbority  and  so  tbey  went  tbeir 
way. 

Then  I approached  tbe  poor  devil,  who  was 
in  reality  more  dead  tlian  alive,  and,  on  doser 
inspection,  dedded  tliat  it  would  bave  been  in- 
buman  of  me  to  insist  on  bis  accompanying  me 
to  tbe  village  in  bis  enfeebled  condition.  So  I 
took  ofF  my  coat,  and  spreading  it  out  on  tbe 
grass  to  keep  ofF  tbe  wet,  I motioned  him  to  be 
seated. 

Then  I attempted  to  recall  a sentence  in 
German  and  a Few  words  oF  Italian  in  order  to 
make  myself  understood. 

To  my  great  surprise  tbe  stranger  raised  his 
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head,  and  said  in  a soft,  melodious  voice,  like 
that  of  a woman  : 

“I  speak  French.  I assure  you  I meant  no 
harm.  Oh,  let  me  die!  Your  men  would  hâve 
put  an  end  to  my  torture  ; oh,  why  did  you  call 
them  off?^’ 

‘‘  If  I had  not  stopped  them  when  I did,  they 
would  hâve  beaten  you  severely,  after  which 
they  would  hâve  incarcerated  you  in  the 
village  jail  as  a vagrant  and  a malefactor.  They 
did  not  know  who  you  were.” 

‘‘  Thank  God  for  that,  and  I pray  they  never 
will.  I am  of  no  conséquence  and  ail  I ask  of 
you  is  that  you  go  away  and  leave  me  here  to 
die  in  peace.  Now,  leave  me!  leave  me,  I want 
to  die. 

I began  to  believe  that  I had  to  deal  wdth  a 
lunatic. 

Then,  suddenly,  he  rose  to  his  feet  and  cried 
out  in  a voice  which  expressed  both  pain  and 
fatigue  : 

“ I bave  fasted  during  five  days  and  I am  not 
dead  yet  ! Oli,  why  can’t  I die,  why  can^t  1 
die?  I hâve  suffered  quite  enough!”  And 
he  fell  backwards  in  a swoon. 

Renée’s  sweet  face  rose  before  me,  and  I felt 
heartily  ashamed  of  denying  this  poor  créature 
the  nourishment  and  attention  of  which  he  stood 
so  much  in  need.  The  next  moment  ï seized 
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him  in  my  arms  and  hurried  witli  him  towards 
Breithaus. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

It  was  dark  already.  I had  the  key  of  the 
house  in  my  pocket;  I entered  slowly;  no- 
body  heard  me  go  in.  The  dogs,  who  recog- 
nized  my  footsteps,  did  not  bark  and  I succeeded 
in  gaining  my  room  without  attracting  attention. 
I deposited  my  burden  on  the  bed,  a light  bur- 
den  which  scarcely  weiglied  a hundred  pounds. 
I lighted  a candie  and  went  down-stairs  after  a 
pitcher  of  milk.  I forced  a few  drops  between 
the  unconscious  man’s  lips.  Then  I bathed  bis 
forehead  with  cold  water  and  lie  opened  his 
eyes.  His  regular  and  clear  eut  features  at- 
tracted  my  attention.  Were  it  not  for  his  slight 
mustache,  he  might  easily  hâve  passed  for  a 
woman.  His  skin  was  white  and  tender  and  his 
hands  were  small  and  délicate. 

After  he  had  regained  sufficient  strength,  he 
looked  at  me  earnestly  and  said  : 

“ Why  hâve  you  brought  me  here  ? Why  do 
you  meddle  in  my  affairs  ? And  what  matters 
it  to  you  whether  I die  or  not  ? ’’ 

“ I do  not  want  you  to  die.” 
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‘^Nevertheless  I am  determined  to  put  an  end 
to  my  existence.  There  is  no  happiness  for  me 
on  tins  earth  and  I hâve  lost  ail  desire  to  live. 
A drunkard  or  a starving  wretch  may  die  on  the 
public  higliway  and  people  will  scarcely  take 
time  to  grant  liim  a decent  burial.  But,  if  a 
nobleman  blows  out  his  brains,  Lis  death  is 
talked  about  for  entire  days,  and  it  is  therefore 
my  wish  to  die  alone,  unknown  to  ail.’’ 

“ Then  you  are  a nobleman  ? Wliy,  only  a 
tliief  or  an  assassin  would  select  a lieap  of  straw 
for  his  death-bed.” 

He  raised  his  head  proudly  : 

‘‘  Who  are  you  ? ” he  asked. 

“ A gentleman  farmer.  I am  studying  the 
cultivation  and  economy  of  the  soil  on  a farm  ; 
they  charge  me  considerably  for  the  privilège, 
and  yet,  you  see,  my  quarters  are  anything  but 
luxurious.” 

“ Where  are  we  ? ” 

‘‘  At  Breithaus.” 

‘‘At  Breithaus!”  he  repeated,  and  his  face 
assumed  a deathly  hue.  ‘‘  Oh,  let  me  go  away  ; 
let  me  go  away  I I can’t  stop  here  another 
moment  ! ” 

‘‘For  the  moment  you  must  consider  this  as 
your  prison  as  I would  not  permit  you  to  départ 
before  you  are  entirely  cured  in  both  mind  and 
body.  There  are  no  weapons  here  with  which 
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you  might  be  tempted  to  do  yourself  bodily 
harm,  so  I bave  nothing  to  fear  on  that  score. 
Once  you  are  yourself  again,  you  will  be  free  to 
départ  ; but,  until  tlien,  you  must  remain  here. 
No  one  is  permitted  to  enter  this  room,  and,  as 
your  presence  here  is  unknown  to  ail  save  my- 
self,  I will  not  inform  any  one  of  your  where- 
abouts  unless  you  wish  me  to  do  so.  Now,  tliis 
is  ail  I can  do  for  you  ; but,  as  to  permitting 
you  to  go  away  from  here  in  your  présent  con- 
dition, that  is  out  of  the  question.” 

And  the  stranger  fell  back  exhausted  on  his 
pillow. 

“ You  are  a noble  fellow,”  he  said,  resigning 
himself  to  the  inévitable  at  last.  “ Since  you 
hâve  not  hesitated  to  do  a stranger  a good  turn 
it  is  only  fair  that  I should  confide  my  name  to 
you.” 

And  tearing  the  lining  of  his  coat,  he  drevv 
out  a card  and  lianded  it  to  me.  It  was  in- 
scribed  with  the  following  name  : Comte 
Maksinski. 

1 passed  the  night  in  a chair  by  his  side  ; and 
in  the  morning  while  he  was  sleeping  I hast- 
ened  to  my  physician. 

A doctor  should  be  as  dumb  as  a father  con- 
fesser. I told  him  that  I had  taken  compassion 
on  a sufferer,  wdio  was  confined  to  my  room  for 
certain  reasons,  and  that  I did  not  wish  to  hâve 
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any  one  at  Breitliaus  know  tkat  he  was  there. 
He  assured  me  that  I could  count  on  his  silence 
and  followed  me  to  the  farm.  When  he  entered 
my  room  we  carefully  closed  the  door  after  us, 
and  every  one  believed  that  he  was  paying  me  a 
professional  visit.  After  he  had  given  a few  in 
structions  to  the  invalid,  we  left  the  room  to- 
getlier  and  he  said  : 

You  need  hâve  no  fear.  Although  frail  in 
appearance,  the  patient  lias  a strong  constitu- 
tion. I am  positive  that  he  is  of  noble  parent- 
age. I can  always  tell  this  by  the  appearance 
of  the  hands.  His  System  has  been  shattered 
by  either  a sudden  shock  or  a violent  passion. 
These  sudden  shocks  are  dangerous  to  peuple  of 
his  class  as  they  are  of  rare  occurrence.  Their 
foolish  customs  are  stronger  than  their  aspira- 
tions and  passions.  Therefore,  when  nature  as- 
serts  itself  with  them  the  results  are  something 
terrible.  This  youngman  is  twenty-four  or  twen- 
ty-five  years  of  âge.  His  présent  condition  does 
not  resuit  from  any  excess.  I can  tell  by  his 
accent  that  he  is  a Pôle.  The  all-absorbing 
question  with  him  is  either  politics  or  love. 
This  is  the  only  hypothesis  I can  form  of  his 
case.  It  is  absolutely  necessary  that  the  patient 
should  hâve  plenty  of  rest  in  the  first  place, 
and  a little  happiness  afterwards,  and  then  he 
will  be  saved. 


52 


Le  Bleuet, 


CHAPTER  IX. 

After  the  doctor  liad  taken  his  departure,  I 
informed  M.  and  Mme.  Toquin  tliat  I was  not 
feeling  well  and  tliat  I proposed  to  dine  in  my 
room.  I tlien  carried  up  everything  tliat  was 
necessary  and  set  the  table  alongside  the  young 
•Comte’s  bed.  He  scrutinized  me  closely  for  a 
moment,  tlien  he  exclaimed  : 

“ What  excellent  care  you  take  of  your  nails 
for  a peasant  ! Confess  that  you  hâve  deceived 
me  and  that  you  are  no  simple  farmer.  What 
do  you  really  do  ? 

“ At  the  présent  time  I am  eating,  as  you 
see,’’  1 replied  for  want  of  a better  answer. 

‘‘  And  I tell  you  that  you  are  no  peasant.” 

“ Then,  since  you  know  so  well,  what  am  I?” 

“ It  is  easy  to  see  that  you  are  a well-bred 
man.  Corne  now,  I feel  better  so  I will  dress 
myself  and  dine  with  you.  Later  on  in  the 
evening,  I will  blow  out  my  brain. 

To  hear  me  coolly  discuss  my  death,  one 
might  take  me  for  a full-fiedged  Parisian. 
After  ail,  we  Pôles  and  you  Parisians  are  almost 
alike  in  manners.” 

Then,  recalling  the  lessons  in  étiquette  I had 

received  from  Mlle,  de  B , I bowed  politely 

and  said  : 
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“ I am  sure  that  Monsieur  is  quite  welcome.” 

Decidedly,  Renée  was  right  when  she  claimed 
that  there  are  certain  perso  ns  who  attach  great 
importance  to  tliese  little  details. 

I judged  that  you  had  a good  heart,  even 
before  I had  seen  you  use  your  fork,”  said  the 
Comte.  “ It  is  no  easy  task,  I assure  you,  to 
get  along  with  one  who  is  not  acquainted  with 
your  manners  or  your  style  of  living.  But  I 
feel  at  ease  in  your  presence  as  I can  see  that 
you  belong  to  my  set.’’ 

And  I repeat  that  I am  a simple  peasant.” 

“A  la  Watteau,  then,  since  you  will  hâve  it 
so  ! And  I will  wager  that  the  lady-love  of 
your  dreams  is  no  simple  shepherdess  either. 
But,  as  you  are  not  under  any  obligations  to  tell 
me  your  story  I will  tell  you  mine  : 

‘‘  I was  born  in  Warsaw  ; — oh,  it  is  a long 
story  so  I shall  abbreviate  and  eut  it  short.  A 
little  over  a year  ago  I left  my  country  and  be- 
gan  to  travel  on  the  continent.  In  the  course 
of  time  I visited  France.  At  a bail  given  by 

the  Duc  de  Loé  I met  Mlle,  de  B . I was 

presented  to  lier  and  we  exchanged  a few  com- 
monplace  phrases. 

I was  so  struck  by  lier  beauty  and  the  sim- 
plicity  of  her  manners  that  I resol ved,  then  and 
there,  to  wed  none  other  than  her.  Apparently 
there  could  be  no  objection  to  such  a union  as  I 
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was  ricli  and  of  noble  family.  Ail  tliat  was 
wanting  was  tlie  knowledge  wlietlier  slie  loved 
me  or  not.  Unfortunately,  I liad  not  the  time 
to  read  lier  heart  for  I liad  no  sooner  been  re- 
ceived  in  the  Duc’s  family  tlian  I was  suddenly 
recalled  to  Poland  by  my  father.  Strange 
rumors  agitated  my  country  and  lie  did  not  wish 
to  bave  liis  onfy  son  absent  in  the  liour  of 
danger. 

“ I will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  misfor- 
tunes  of  my  fellow  countrymen  5 the  story  of 
the  cruelty  inflicted  upon  them  is  known  the 
World  over.  But  if  they  say  that  Poland  is 
calm,  they  lie.  From  time  to  time  there  are 
uprisings — spasmodic  attempts  to  cast  ofï*  the 
detested  yoke,  and  so  it  will  continue  until  tlie 
end  of  the  chapter.  We  hâve  thousands  of 
brave  men  who  will  not  be  satisfied  until  they 
hâve  shed  their  last  drop  of  blood  in  trying  to 
re-conquer  their  country  for  its  queen  : the  Vir- 
gin Mary  ! 

As  for  me,  I love  my  Poland,  and  I will 
never  abandon  the  idea  that  some  day  she  will 
be  free. 

My  father  was  a powerful  nobleman  and  a 
devoted  patriot  when  the  occasion  required.  On 
the  night  of  my  return  we  took  supper  together 
with  several  of  our  friends.  During  the  even- 
ing  some  one  expresse d himself  rather  too 
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plainly.  The  folio wing  morning  my  fatlier  was 
arrestecL  In  spite  of  my  protestations  and  ap- 
peals  for  justice,  ail  his  property  was  confiscated 
and  he  was  exiled  to  Siberia. 

Thus,  at  one  fell  swoop,  ail  my  happi- 
ness  was  destroyed  ; I lost  at  tlie  same  time  a 
loving  fatlier,  the  last  of  a noble  race — and 
a collossal  fortune  on  which  I had  founded  my 
hopes.  I was  seized  with  despair.  A tierce  cry 
of  rage  rose  to  my  lips  at  the  tyranny  of  our 
oppressors  ; ‘ Long  live  Poland  ! ’ I cried.  I 
desired  to  devote  tlie  remainder  of  my  days  to 
my  beloved  country.  I joined  the  ranks  of  the 
brave  martyrs  who  had  escaped  the  terrible 
massacre  of  1861.  More  reckless,  or  more  des- 
perate,  perhaps,  than  the  others,  I fought  in 
every  battle  of  the  campai gn  without  receiving 
a single  wound. 

“ It  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  into  long  and 
painful  details.  There  were  rivers  of  blood,  un- 
heard  of  cruelties,  frightful  dreams,  and  yet  I 
lived  through  it  ail  ! Finally,  I was  captured 
and,  like  my  father,  was  thrown  into  exile.  I 
was  seized  with  a bodily  ill  ; day  by  day  I grew 
more  feeble.  The  sorrow  which  had  under- 
mined  my  constitution  had  begun  its  fearful 
Work.  But  as  the  end  approached  an  irrésistible 
desire  seized  me.  I longed  to  see  Mlle,  de 
B again  and  die  by  lier  side.  Then  by 


56 


Le  Bleuet 


a judicious  use  of  the  remainder  of  my  fortune, 
and  by  strategy,  I effected  my  escape,  and  suc- 
ceeded  in  reaching  tins  place  in  safety. 

I hâve  seen  her  again,  in  tlie  distance,  it  is 
true,  but  I bave  seen  her,  and  I was  contented  ! 
If  you  had  not  interfered  your  men  would 
hâve  killed  me;  I would  hâve  expired  there, 
within  sight  of  her,  but  without  her  ever  sus- 
pecting  it,  for  who  could  find  on  my  battered 
and  dirt-begrimed  body  traces  of  the  Comte 
Maksinski  ? ” 

Here  he  rested  for  want  of  breath. 

I had  listened  to  tins  story  without  interrupt- 
ing  him  once.  And  yet  when  he  exclaimed  : 

‘ I loved  Mlle,  de  B ! ’ my  heart  ceased  to 

beat. 

“ What’s  the  matter  ? What  ails  you  ? ” he 
asked  rather  impatiently,  seeing  that  I did  not 
speak. 

‘‘  So  you  love  Mlle.  Augusta  I asked,  re- 
gaining  my  sang  froid. 

‘‘  Mlle.  Augusta  ! who  said  anything  about 
Mlle.  Augusta?’’  lie  asked  in  surprise. 

‘‘  Renée  î ” But  the  name  never  passed  my 
lips. 

No  matter  how  firmly  we  struggle  against 
selfishness,  this  tyran  t invariably  succeeds  in 
reaching  our  hearts.  Even  fathers  and  brothers 
expérience  this  feeling  when  the  Corning  mar- 
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riage  of  3ome  beloved  daughter  or  sister  is  men- 
tioned  in  their  presence. 

This  révélation  pained  me  deeply.  At  first  I 
suffered  keenly,  then  my  pain  turned  to  jeal- 
ousy.  But  in  tins  very  jealousy  I found  conso- 
lation, for  I was  now  in  a position  to  render  my 
friend  a service.  Hencefortli,  it  was  my  duty  to 
look  upon  Maksinski  as  part  of  Eenée. 

“ So  you  love  Mlle.  Renée  and  yet  you  would 
kill  yourself  wlien  you  no  longer  hâve  tlie  right 
to  do  so  since  you  are  hers.  She  alone  shall 
décidé  upon  your  fate,  and  I will  take  good  care 
that  you  do  not  attempt  anything  foolish  until  I 
hâve  ascertained  what  she  proposes  to  do  as  far 
as  you  are  concerned.” 

By  what  right,  monsieur,  do  you  command 
me  to  live  ? ” asked  the  Comte.  It  is  high 
time  that  you  give  me  an  explanation  of  your 
conduct.” 

I approached  Maksinski  and  took  his  hand  in 
mine. 

‘‘  Hereafter,’’  said  I,  ‘‘  we  must  be  as  one,  for 
we  hâve  been  united  by  a woman  ! I hâve  only 
known  M.  le  Duc’s  family  since  their  sojourn  at 
the  farm  ; but  Renée  has  inspired  me  with  one 
of  those  passions  that  hâve  made  us  as  brother 
and  sister.” 

The  Comte  shuddered. 

Don’t  be  alarmed.  This  friendship  has 
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notbing  to  do  with  your  love,  so  there  is  no 
occasion  for  you  to  be  annoyed.  If  Renée 
loves  you,  I will  not  rest  until  1 bave  seen  you 
botb  bappy.  Now,  then,  look  me  in  tlie  face 
and  tell  me  tbat  you  are  not  jealous  of  me.” 

Our  bands  were  tigbtly  clasped.  He  gazed 
long  and  earnestly  in  my  eyes. 

‘‘  I never  could  feel  such  a sentiment  as 
yours,”  lie  said.  “ I never  bave  loved  a woman 
platonically,  especially  wben  tbe  woman  was 
young  and  beautiful.  But  tbere  is  notbing  sub- 
lime to  tbose  who  can  only  judge  wliat  tbey  see 
on  tbe  surface.  Tbat  which  is  truly  beautiful 
is  undefinable.  I believe  you,  for  my  pain  bas 
ceased  and  I begin  to  hope.” 

AU  tbat  was  noble  in  the  man  came  to  tbe 
surface  and  his  weaknesses  disappeared. 

‘‘  Rest  assured,”  said  I.  “ Hencefortb  you 
will  bave  a defender  in  me  to  figbt  your  battles. 
In  the  first  place,  I desire  to  ascertain  whetber 
Renée  reciprocates  your  affection,  and  if  she 
does  not  I will  undertake  to  make  ber  love  you. 
Does  she  suspect  tbat  you  care  for  ber  ? ” 

“ Who  could  bave  told  her  ? ” 

‘‘  Tbe  little  God  of  love  who  is  always  ready 
to  make  his  presence  known.  Besides,  if  she 
does  not  know  it,  I shall  certainly  tell  her. 
And  as  you  can  do  nothing  for  the  moment  you 
must  continue  to  remain  in  concealment.  It  is 
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of  the  utniost  importance  tliat  no  one  sliould 
suspect  jour  présence  here.  When  you  are 
stronger  you  must  go  to  town.  You  can  remain 
there  at  a hôtel  while  I act  for  you  ; If  Renée 
loves  you  I will  answer  for  the  rest.” 

‘‘  But  I hâve  lost  my  fortune.  One  can  not 
live  witliout  money.” 

“ I hâve  enough,  and  you  are  welcome  to  part 
of  it.  Only  promise  me  that  you  will  do  as  I 
ask  you  and  tliat  you  liave  not  lost  ail  hope.'’ 

“ I do  hope  ! ” exclaimed  Maksinski,  and  I 
will  not  even  question  the  means  you  intend  to 
employ.  I confide  my  life  to  you  ; I will  obey 
you  to  the  very  letter,  and,  to  prove  that  I am 
in  earnest,  I will  leave  here  at  once.” 

But  your  health  ? ” 

“ I am  better.  You  hâve  no  time  to  lose  ; I 
am  in  the  way,  good-bye ” 

“ Stop  a moment,”  I said,  detaining  him  by 
the  arm  as  lie  started  for  the  door.  “ It  is  not 
so  easy  to  leave  here  as  you  suppose.  I only 
take  the  key  of  the  house  when  I go  out,  and  it 
would  necessitate  my  calling  Monsieur  Toquin 
to  let  us  out  at  this  liour.  We  might  climb  out 
of  the  window,  but  how  could  you  get  across 
the  pond  in  your  présent  condition  ? Ah,  I 
hâve  it  ! The  water  is  only  knee-deep,  I wdll 
carry  you  over  on  my  back.” 

“You  treat  me  as  if  I were  a woman  ! 
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“ Believe  me,  it  is  for  Renée’s  sake  that  I do 
so.” 

I tied  a rope  to  the  balcony  ; we  lowered  our- 
selves  to  the  garden  and  followed  a path 
wliich  led  from  the  house  to  the  pond. 

There  is  E-enée’s  room,’’  I said,  pointing  to 
lier  window. 

He  halted. 

Hâve  you  ever  stood  beneath  this  window 
before  ? he  askedo 

“ Never  ! ’’ 

“ I would  hâve  corne  here  every  night.  Oh, 
how  good  the  air  is  ! I feel  as  if  I were  inhal- 
ing  the  breath  of  life  ! ’’ 

A rose  bush  was  trailed  along  the  side  of  the 
house.  It  was  covered  with  white  flowers  which 
gave  forth  a sweet  perfume. 

“ Since  you  hâve  promised  to  perform  a mi- 
racle, let  me  partake  of  the  cup  of  happiness 
while  it  is  within  my  reach.” 

So  saying,  he  placed  himself  alongside  the  rose 
bush,  unconsciously  moving  it  and  thus  bringing 
down  upon  us  a perfect  shower  of  leaves.  Fear- 
ing  that  he  would  do  something  rash,  I seized 
him  in  my  arms  and  bore  him  across  the  pond. 
It  was  the  only  way  to  tear  him  away  from  that 
spot. 

Once  across  the  pond,  he  had  nothing  to  fear, 
so  I bade  him  good-bye  ; but  not  before  he 
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had  given  me  his  promise  not  to  revisit  the  farm 
and  to  wait  for  me  at  the  village. 


CHAPTER  X. 

The  Duc  and  Augusta  went  out  for  a stroll 
together  every  morning.  For  the  first  time,  I 
watched  eagerly  for  this  moment.  After  they 
had  taken  their  departure,  I entered  Renée’s 
room  while  she  was  alone.  I was  determined 
not  to  Waste  time  in  preliminaries  but  to  corne 
to  an  understanding  at  once. 

‘‘  I am  sad  this  morning,’’  she  said.  When 
I retired  last  night  there  was  a white  rose  out- 
side  my  window,  but  now  it  has  disappeared.  I 
hâve  tried  to  find  it  but  the  wind  no  doubt  has  car- 

ried  it  away.  This  has  made  me  thoughtful ” 

Thoughtful — of  wliat  ? perhaps  you  were 
dreaming  of  love  ? ” 

What  makes  you  think  so  ? ” 

So  saying  she  rose  from  her  seat,  walked 
across  the  room  and  looked  out  of  the  window  at 
the  country. 

Pardon  me,”  said  I,  I had  no  intention  of 
being  indiscreet.  If  I questioned  you  it  was  be- 
cause  I wished  to  console  and  assist  you.” 
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A brief  silence  followed  tliese  words.  Renée 
took  a Seat  and  said  in  a tender  voice  : 

‘‘  I was  wrong.  Possessing  your  confidence 
as  I do,  I hâve  no  right  to  refuse  you  mine. 
Franz,  I love  a man  who  does  not  care  for  me  ; 
and  it  is  for  tliis  reason  tliat  I shall  ne  ver  wed  ! 
Are  you  satisfied  or  do  you  wish  to  know  still 
more  ? ” 

You  speak  to  me  as  if  I were  a judge.’’ 

Not  at  ail,  but  tins  is  the  first  time  I bave 
breatlied  this  secret  to  a living  soûl.  I even 
trembled  to  confide  it  to  you. 

‘‘This  is  why  your  friendship  brought  such 
relief  to  my  wounded  heart.  Since  I hâve  met 
you,  my  lot  has  not  seemed  quite  so  hard  to 
bear.  Oh,  how  I hâve  suffered  ! He  was  young, 
talented,  handsomé  and — and  just  as  you  were 
destined  to  be  my  friend,  he  appeared  to  be 
made  for  my  husband.  I can  tell  you  no  more. 
One  does  not  relate  how^  one’s  existence  slowly 
but  surely  passes  away.  On  a clear  morning 
the  sun  rises,  shines  brightly  in  the  blue  sky, 
when  a passing  cloud  suddenly  obscures  its  rays, 
the  littlebirds  cease  to  warble,  the  flowers  droop, 
and  ail  the  poetry  of  nature  is  extinguished  by 
the  tears  from  heaven  above.  Nothing  can  re- 
call  that  bright  day  back  to  life.  The  following 
day,  the  sun  will  ri  se  again,  but  it  will  be  on  an- 
otlier  scene.  It  is  like  a woman’s  life  ; she  has 
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but  one  day  in  which  to  live  : the  day  when  she 
loves  first.  So  much  tlie  worse  if  the  day  is  dark/’ 
I took  Renée’s  hand  in  mine,  a tear  fell  from 
her  eyes  upon  my  Angers. 

My  anxiety  was  intense.  Would  the  name  I 
was  about  to  hear  remove  forever  the  hope  of 
saving  the  life  of  an  unfortunate  man  ? If  she 
did  not  love  Maksinski  she  would  never  love 
him,  for  then,  as  she  had  just  confessed,  her 
heart  belonged  irrevocably  to  another.  » 

‘‘  I am  greatly  embarrassed,”  said  I,  hesitating. 
‘‘  Shall  I question  you,  or  do  you  wish  me  to 
respect  your  silence  ? ” 

‘‘  What  more  would  you  know  ? ” 

“^His  name,  of  course.” 

She  went  to  the  étagère,  took  down  an  album 
and  handed  it  to  me. 

Now,”  she  said,  “ I will  show  you  his 
picture. — Here  it  is  ! ” 

She  pointed  to  a portrait.  A mist  passed  be- 
fore  my  eyes  ; with  a desperate  effort  I sum- 
moned  up  my  courage,  and  looked — it  was  the 
Comte  ! Somewhat  handsomer,  it  is  true,  than 
when  I saw  him  last,  but  it  was  he.  I laughed, 
I weeped,  I carried  on  as  if  demented. 

“ What’s  the  matter?”  exclaimed  Renée. 
‘‘  You  know  him  then  ? Hâve  you  seen  him  ? 
Oh,  Franz,  tell  me  the  truth  ! For  Heaven^s 
sake,  tell  me  the  truth.  I hâve  the  courage  to 
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bear  the  worst.  Tell  me,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  ! 

“ He  loves  you  ! ’’ 

She  uttered  a joyful  cry  and  threw  herself  in 
my  arms.  I continued  in  a low  tone  : 

‘‘  Either  the  Count  Maksinski  will  wedyou,  or 
he  will  put  an  end  to  his  life.  This  is  as  sure  as 
the  roses  beneath  your  window  disappeared 
during  the  night.” 

It  was  no  longer  Renée  who  stood  before  me. 
This  young  girl,  usually  so  calm  and  dignified, 
was  transformed  into  a passionate  and  excited 
woman.  She  pressed  the  young  Comte’s  portrait 
to  her  lips  and  fairly  devoured  it  with  her  eyes. 

He  loves  me  ! You  hâve  seen  him  ? He 
bas  been  here  ? He  has  handled  these  flowers  ? 
she  continued,  ail  in  one  breath. 

Then  I told  her  ail.  She  listened  to  me  most 
attentively.  I told  her  that  I intended  to  start 
for  Warsaw  at  once  to  see  whether  I could  not 
straighten  up  the  Comte’s  affairs.  In  his  efforts 
to  regain  his  liberty  and  his  fortune  he  had  not 
been  half  as  energetic  as  I would  be.  As  far 
as  Renée  was  concerned,  it  mattered  little  whether 
his  estâtes  were  restored  or  not,  but  Maksinski 
did  not  wish  to  impose  his  poverty  upon  her,  and 

the  Duc  de  B would  certainly  share  this 

opinion.  Decidedly,  this  obstacle  would  hâve 
to  be  overcome.  At  ail  events,  I answered  for 
the  future  ! 
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“ You  are  my  guardian  angel,  Franz,’’  ex- 
claimed  Renée  as  she  fiung  her  arms  around  my 
neck. 

At  the  same  moment  I perceived  Augusta. 
She  had  entered  the  room  just  in  time  to  witness 
this  movement  on  the  part  of  Renée. 

“ It  seems  that  your  friendship  is  becoming 
very  tender,”  she  remarked,  looking  at  us  in  no 
friendly  way.  “ I am  sorry  to  interrupt  your 
billing  and  cooing,  and  your  kissing r-” 

“ You  are  mistaken,”  replied  Renée,  without 
condescending  to  notice  her  cousin’s  ill-humor. 
“ We  were  not  kissing  each  other  ; we  were 
simply  saying  good-by.  Franz  is  going  away.” 

Augusta  grew  pale  as  death. 

“ I am  going  on  a long  journey,”  I said,  ‘‘  and 
I trust  that  you  will  not  hesitate  to  bid  me  fare- 
well,  mademoiselle.” 

I held  out  my  liand,  but  she  pretended  not  to 
see  it. 

“ Where  are  you  going?”  slie  dernanded  in 
an  imperious  tone. 

“ To  Poland  ; to  Russia,  perhaps,”T  answered. 

“And  when  will  you  return  ? ” 

“ I do  not  know.” 

She  stood  on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  thus 
barring  ail  egress. 

“At  ail  events,  you  both  seem  to  take  the 
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matter  lightly.  You  are  laughing  as  if  it 
amused  you  greatly.’’ 

‘‘And  why  should  we  weep  ? said  Renée, 
“ the  absence  of  a friend  should  only  occasion 
regret  and  not  sorrow.’’ 

Augusta  reflected  a moment.  Renée  attempted 
to  conceal  lier  joy.  Oh,  how  happy  it  made  me 
to  feel  that  I had  contributed  to  her  happiness  ! 

“ When  do  you  start  ? ’’  questioned  Augusta. 

“ To-night.^’ 

“At  what  time  ? ’’ 

“ I must  be  at  the  station  by  eight.  I will 
leave  here  at  seven.’’ 

“ Take  my  advice,  and  start  a half-hour  earlier. 
Ail  the  farm  docks  are  slow.  Now,  you  certainly 
can  not  say  that  I am  not  considerate.’^ 

“ I never  said  so.’* 

“ But  you  hâve  thought  it?  ’’ 

“ Believe  me,  such  a thought  has  never  crossed 
my  mind.” 

“ Then,  au  revoir she  simply  said — and  I was 
free  to  pass  ont  of  the  room. 

M.  de  B was  away  hunting.  I requested 

the  young  ladies  to  express  my  regrets  to  him, 
as  I could  not  await  lus  return  to  take  leave 
of  him.  I had  not  a minute  to  lose,  as  it  was 
important  that  I should  hasten  to  the  village 
where  Maksinski  was  stopping  to  inform  him  that 
he  was  loved  in  return  and  to  obtain  from  him 


An  Ahatian  Romance, 


67 


ail  necessary  information  regarding  the  voyage 
I was  about  to  uiidertake  in  liis  behalf. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

I FIRST  took  my  leave  of  the  Toquins.  It 
was  a véritable  pleasure  for  me  to  say  good-bye 
to  these  people,  for  since  I had  become  in- 
limate  with  the  Duc  and  bis  family  they  seemed 
to  imagine  that  I was  putting  on  airs. 

I found  them  seated  in  the  large  room  in 
which  they  spent  tlieir  evenings  together  : he 
was  puffing  away  at  his  pipe  and  sipping  bis 
beer,  while  she  was  knitting  a pair  of  woolen 
socks. 

When  I had  announced  my  détermination  to 
leave  Breithaus  that  very  nigbt,  Mme.  Toquin 
gave  me  a look  that  seemed  to  warn  me  of  im- 
pending  trouble. 

I placed  a bank-note  on  the  table  to  indemnify 
M.  Toquin  for  what  losses  he  might  sustain  by 
reason  of  my  sudden  departure. 

“ At  least  let  us  drink  a glass  of  old  wine  to- 
gether before  separating,’’  remarked  the  farmer. 

As  tins  is  customary  in  the  country,  of  course 
I could  not  refuse  to  join  him. 

“ Poor  Franz,”  said  Mme.  Toquin  when  lier 
husband  had  taken  his  departure  for  the  wine 
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cellar.  ‘‘You  are  going  to  your  ruin.  Corne 
now  ! I am  sure  you  are  going  away  only  on  ac- 

count  of  the  de  B ’s.  You  are  going  to  give 

up  everything  for  them,  but,  mark  my  words, 
you  will  reçoive  only  ingratitude  in  return  for 
the  sacrifice  you  are  about  to  make.  What  I 
say  is  for  your  own  good,  believe  me.  You  liave 
no  one  to  advise  you,  and  that  is  wliy  I hâve 
taken  the  liberty  to  do  so.” 

“ But  I hâve  my  mother.’’ 

‘‘I  hâve  mine  also.  But  she  did  not  prevent 
my  making  a fool  of  myself.  For  instance,  slie 
did  nothing  to  hinder  my  marrying  M.  Toquin.” 

Her  husband  now  returned  with  the  wine. 

“ My  wife  is  no  doubt  finding  fault  with  you 
because  you  are  going  to  leave  us  ? And  she  is 
quite  right.  You  are  a fine  lad,  you  hâve  a snug 
little  fortune  ; you  don’t  owe  a franc  to  anybody, 
and  I know  of  many  a wealthy  and  comely  lass 
in  the  county  whom  you  could  hâve  for  the  ask- 
ing.  Nothing  is  wanting  to  make  your  happi- 
ness  complété.  But  you  are  lost  if  you  attempt 
to  mingle  with  the  nobility,  instead  of  enjoying 
what  was  given  you,  and  being  content  with 
what  you  possess.  These  aristocrats  never 
forget  the  distance  wdiich  séparâtes  them  from 
those  who  are  not  of  their  class.’’ 

I began  to  lose  my  temper. 

“Pooh!  pooh  ! suddenly  exclaimed  Mme. 
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Toquin,  pride  has  nothing  at  ail  to  do  with  it. 
You  are  on  the  wrong  scent,  my  dear — lie  is  in 
love!’’ 

“In  love?”  repeated  Toquin.  “ That  may 
be  ! Hang  it  ail,  one  can’t  master  tliis  senti- 
ment, especially  when  one  sees  those  beautiful 
lassies  every  day,  with  their  wonderful  gowns, 
their  pale  faces,  and  their  big  eyes  I I confess 
that  if  I was  not  a married  man  I would  hâve 
been  tempted  to  pay  these  young  ladies  a little 
more  attention  instead  of  wasting  my  time  on 
the  pigs  and  the  cows  ! But  these  great  people 
put  on  such  awfulairs — one  would  really  suppose 

they  had  wings  instead  of  legs ” 

“ Monsieur  Toquin  ! ” interrupted  his  wife, 
but  the  farmer  was  not  to  be  squelched. 

“I  understand  it  ail,  Franz,  for  I hâve  been 
in  the  same  boat  myself.  You  hâve  allowed 
yourself  to  be  captivated,  and  I am  not  at  ail 
surprised.  But  just  you  wait  until  you  pop  the 
question  and  you  willseefor  yourself.  Zounds! 
I don’t  say  that  they  don’t  like  you  a little 
but ” 

“ Franz  ? ” remarked  Mme.  Toquin  with  a 
coarse  laugh.  “ You  don't  suppose  that  they 
hâve  ever  noticed  him  ! ” 

“Yes,  Franz!  Franz,  do  you  hear?  He  is 
a handsome  lad.  Haven’t  you  said  so  yourself?  ” 
“ Never  ! ! ” 
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^‘And  I say  tliat  y ou  liave  said  so  a tliousand 
times  ! These  fine  ladies  hâve  eyes  to  see  with 
as  well  as  you,  and  fine  eyes,  too,  I warrant.” 

“You  are  mistaken,  I pledge  you  iny  word 
that  you  are  wrong,”  I protested.  “ It  would  be 
a want  of  delicacy  on  my  part  to  go  away,  leav- 
ing  any  such  impression  behind  me.” 

“ Which  one  can  it  be  ? ” continued  Mme, 
Toquin,  pursuing  lier  hobby.  It  is  not  the 
tall  one,  because  he  has  too  much  to  say  to  lier. 
Then  it  must  be  the  stout  one,  the  Duc’s  niece. 
I hâve  seen  lier  push  aside  the  curtain  of  her 
window  to  get  a good  look  at  him.  She  is  as 
proud  as  a peacock,  and  she  does  not  like  to  show 
her  feelings.  That’s  the  one,  oh,  I am  sure  it 
is!” 

“ It  seems  that  you  know  everything  that  is 
going  on  here,”  interrupted  the  farmer.*  “ This 
is  none  of  our  business,  so  hold  our  tongue  ! ” 

To  lose  my  temper  in  the  presence  of  these 
people  would  hâve  been  to  acknowledge  that 
they  were  right  ; so  I feigned  indifférence. 

“ Very  well  then,”  I said,  “ you  are  atperfect 
liberty  to  think  what  you  please.  I hâve  only 
this  to  say  : you  are  both  mistaken — good- 
hye  ! ” 

And  I took  my  departure. 

It  required  a great  effort  on  my  part  to  tear 
myself  away  from  the  farm.  A strong  tie  re- 
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tained  me  tliere,  and  y et,  when  I remembered 
tliat  Renée’s  happiness  was  at  stake,  I tlirust  ail 
thouglits  of  myself  aside,  and,  with  renewed 
courage,  hurried  on  my  way. 

I was  obliged  to  go  through  tlie  woods  to 
reach  the  station.  It  was  quite  dark  wlien  I 
started.  The  moon  reflected  its  silver  rays  on 
the  tree-tops,  while  dark  shadows  gave  a bronzed 
tint  to  the  surrounding  shrubbery.  The  rustling 
of  the  leaves  remin ded  me  of  the  whirr  made  by 
the  winged  messengers  of  Heaven  as  they  fly 
through  the  forest.  The  mur  mur  of  the  foliage 
seemed  to  whisper  words  of  encouragement  to  me 
asi  wended  my  way  slowly  through  the  darkness. 
The  path,  somewhat  too  wide  for  a single  person, 
could  easily  hâve  accommodated  two  and  I 
longed  for  some  dear  one  to  share  my  journey 
with  me.  The  earth,  freshly  opened  by  the 
sharp  edge  of  the  plow,  exhaled  a light  vapor 
which  mingled  with  the  cool  night  air. 
There  was  a ravishing  freshness  in  ail  this  which 
lent  a sort  of  ch  arm  to  the  surroundings.  I in- 
haled  something  intoxicating.  Nature  produces 
at  times  the  same  effect  on  the  senses  as  wine 
produces  on  the  body.  If  a nymph  had  made 
her  appearance  at  that  moment  from  among  the 
moss-covered  boulders  I would  not  hâve  been 
surprised  in  the  least. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  the  strange  echoes 
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which  arose  on  every  side,  I could  plainly  hear 
a Sound  which  was  totally  different  from  the  rest. 
I halted  a moment  and  listened — then  the  noise 
suddenly  ceased.  I continued  my  way,  and  once 
more  it  was  repeated.  Whenever  I stopped, 
the  noise  ceased,  but  as  soon  as  I resumed  my 
march  it  was  plainly  audible  again. 

What  could  it  be  ? 

As  I hurried  on,  I suddenly  caught  siglit  of 
a white  shadow  which  appeared  and  then  disap- 
peared  in  the  curves  of  the  road.  It  was  a 
dress,  the  folds  of  which  flung  themselves  grace- 
fully  first  on  one  side  and  then  on  the  other  of 
the  narrow  path.  I advanced  and  beheld  two 
women  : one  clothed  in  brown,  the  other  in 
white.  But,  on  my  approach,  they  again  disap- 
peared.  I was  beginning  to  believe  that  ail  tins 
was  merely  the  hallucination  of  a disordered 
brain,  when  the  woman  in  white  suddenly 
stepped  out  of  the  shrubbery  and  stood  before 
me,  face  to  face. 

It  was  Augusta. 

By  the  feeble  light  of  the  moon  I could  see 
that  she  was  unhappy. 

I suppose  you  are  surprised  to  find  me 
here,”  she  said,  but  if  you  will  permit  me  to 
accompany  you  to  the  outskirts  of  the  wood  I 
will  explain.” 

And  you  will  return  alone  ? ” 
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‘‘  My  maid  will  wait  for  me  here.’’ 

“But/’  I protested,  “I  cannot  allow  you 


“ Corne,  corne,”  she  added  in  a wliisper,  and 
laying  her  arm  on  mine,  “ I insist.” 

She  took  my  arm  for  the  first  time. 

“You  did  not  believe,”  she  continued,  “that 
I would  hâve  permitted  you  to  take  your  depart- 
ure  without  first  compelling  you  to  explain  the 
meaning  of  the  scene  I vvitnessed  a short  time 
ago.  Friendship  may  justify  many  things,  but 
as  I always  supposed  your  affection  for  Mlle,  de 

B to  be  of  the  platonic  kind,  I cannot  un- 

derstand  why  you  should  caress  her  as  if  she 
were  ail  the  world  to  you.  On  seeing  Renée 
throw  her  arms  around  you  I concluded  thatyou 
had  either  rendered  her  a great  service,  wliich 
is  quite  possible,  although  very  improbable — I 
will  not  question  you  as  to  this — or  that  the  feeling 
you  beareach  otheris  stronger  than  friendship.” 

“ But  what  motive  can  you  hâve  in  wishing 
to  know  ail  this  ? ” 

“ That  is  my  secret  ! ” 

“ I swear ” 

“ Do  not  take  an  oath,  for  that  would  not  con- 
vince  me.  Perhaps,  you  do  not  even  know  your 
own  mind.  As  for  me,  I wish  to  know  the 
nature  of  your  love  for  Renée,  and  I will  know 
it,  too,  inside  the  next  five  minutes.” 
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She  leaned  somewliat  heavily  upon  my  arm  ; 
looking  up  into  my  face  she  added  rather  coyly 
and  with  a silvery  laugh  : 

‘‘  I suppose  you  can’t  make  me  out  at  ail  ? ’’ 

I confess  tliat  you  are  an  enigma  to  me.*^ 
That  is  precisely  what  I wanted  ; but  now 
I hâve  changed  my  mind,  and  I in  tend  to  tell 
you  ail.  Your  nature  and  mine  are  as  unlike 
as  can  be.  On  hearing  sentimental  music  you 
weep,  whereas  I sing.  You  dream  aloud  as  you 
gaze  from  afar  at  the  sunbeams  dancing  on  the 
topmost  branches  of  the  trees  ; while  I seat  my- 
self  under  those  very  trees  in  order  to  shade  my- 
selffrom  the  sun  you  admire.  You  worship  the 
sun  for  its  light,  while  I like  it  for  its  warmth. 
In  your  affections  you  try  to  penetrate  the  soûl, 
whereas  I wish  to  reach  the  heart  alone.  In  a 
Word,  you  are  continually  in  the  clouds  while  I 
am  quite  contented  to  remain  on  earth.” 

The  road  became  so  narrow  at  tins  point  that 
we  were  obliged  to  press  closely  against  each 
otber.  Her  dress,  brushed  aside  by  the  shrub- 
bery,  encircled  me  in  its  folds.  Her  long 
blonde  curls,  deranged  by  the  night  air,  touched 
my  face  as  we  walked  together,  side  by  side.  I 
shuddered  in  spite  of  myself.  I knew  not  how 
to  regain  control  of  my  se n ses.  I could  not 
speak — I could  not  utter  a single  word.  Oh,  I 
will  ne  ver  forget  that  moment!  And  thus  it 
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was  with  us  always  : our  two  existences  had 
proceeded  side  hy  side,  drawiiig  nearer  to  eacli 
other  eveiy  day,  but  never  coming  in  actual 
contact  ! 

Augusta  noticed  my  erabarrassment  ; she 
withdrew  her  arm,  and,  fixing  ber  eyes  upon 
mine,  she  continued  : 

“ Poor  Franz  ! I bave  learned  the  truth  ; you 
do  not  love  me — you  adore  me  ! You  do  not 
belong  to  Renée  but  to  me.  If  I hâve  spoken 
thus  to-day,  ’tis  because  you  are  leaving  Breit- 
haus.  As  I hâve  no  taste  for  suspense  I 
desired  to  assure  myself  of  your  return,  so  as 
not  to  suffer  at  the  thought  of  losing  you. 
Now,  you  can  go.  I am  satisfîed — ^you  will 
return  1” 

And  she  disappeared  iri  the  darkness. 

The  déclaration  of  my  own  love  which  this 
young  girl  had  just  made,  together  with  her 
boldness,  had  something  masculine  and  fearless 
about  it  which  upset  me  completely.  I tried  in 
vain  to  regain  my  former  dignity.  I attempted 
to  recall  my  fleeing  reason.  I was  in  no  condi- 
tion to  judge — I had  no  right  to  question  ! A 
tierce  lire  coursed  through  my  veins,  causing 
every  inch  of  my  body  to  tingle.  At  that 
moment  I was  capable  of  doing  either  ail  the 
good  or  ail  the  wrong  in  the  world  ! 

This  crisis  lasted  several  minutes;  but  it  re- 
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quired  a desperate  effort  on  my  part  to  overcome 
it  as  I was  strongly  tempted  to  turn  about  and 
run  after  Augusta. 

Two  hours  later,  I was  with  Maksinski.  How 
delightful  it  is  to  be  the  bearer  of  a comforting 
message  to  those  in  trouble!  The  Comte’s  joy 
verged  on  the  délirions,  and  I realized  that  he 
would  be  likely  to  do  something  rash  if  he  re- 
mained  near  Renée  any  longer.  On  the  other 
hand,  he  would  be  of  great  service  to  me  on  my 
journey,  provided  he  was  careful  not  to  disclose 
his  identity.  It  was  therefore  decided  that  he 
should  accompany  me  ; I passed  him  off  as  my 
brother  and  had  his  passport  made  out  as  such. 
The  following  morning  we  started  on  our  jour- 
ney. I counted  not  a little  on  our  lucky  star  to 
pull  us  through,  but  still  more  so  on  our  tact  and 
cunning. 

The  Comte  had  partly  divined  the  secret  of 
my  love  for  Augusta. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far  before  he  extracted 
a full  confession  from  me,  under  the  pretext  that 
I knew  his  secret  and  it  was  only  fair  that  1 
should  confide  in  him  in  return. 

I related  everything  to  him,  even  the  incident 
of  the  woods.  I looked  upon  the  Comte  as  part 
of  Renée  and,  in  confiding  in  him,  it  seemed  to 
me  as  if  I were  confiding  in  her  at  the  same 
time. 
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Franz/’  said  he,  ‘‘we  are  not  fit  to  be  our 
own  judges  in  afiairs  of  the  heart.  You  are  as 
much  in  need  of  iny  council  as  I am  of  jours. 
Listen  to  me  carefully.  You  must  regain  full 
control  of  jour  senses  ; jour  passion  lias  a touch 
of  egotism.  I hâve  divined  enough  of  Augusta’s 
nature  to  be  in  a position  to  warn  you  tliat  not 
your  happiness  alone  is  at  stake,  but  hers  as  well. 
It  is  your  duty  to  assure  yourself  that  the  love 
kindled  in  lier  heart  by  the  heat  of  su m mer 
is  born  of  noble  sentiments,  and  not  an 
idle  fancy,  which  I believe  to  be  the 
case.” 

The  Comte’s  words  were  like  a thunderbolt 
to  me.  Nevertheless,  I determined  to  follow  his 
advice,  corne  what  would. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

We  had  traversed  more  than  half  the  dis- 
tance, when  we  found  ourselves  in  the  company 
of  a traveler  of  some  fifty  years  of  âge.  He 
was  completely  mufiled  up  in  a heavy  fur  coat, 
which  gave  him  the  appearance  of  a big  ice- 
berg in  the  month  of  August.  Ail  that  was 
visible  of  his  countenance  was  a pair  of  enor- 
mous  mustachios,  which  curled  up  at  the  ends, 
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and  seemed  to  point  with  pride  to  the  individ- 
ual’s  nose.  Every  hair  of  his  eye-brows  pointed 
in  a different  direction,  and  the  whole  sur- 
mounted  a pair  of  little  eyes,  shaded  by  scanty 
lashes,  and  much  too  small  for  such  a long,  ir- 
regular  face.  The  mouth  was  large  and  scorn- 
ful;  the  forehead  indicated  by  its  form  tliat, 
although  evidently  a man  of  intelligence,  he  was 
no  genius. 

Maksinski  informed  me  that  he  was  a Rus- 
sian  ; but  his  presence  did  not  a^pear  to  bother 
him  in  the  least,  except  that  he  looked  iipon  him 
with  the  same  feeling  of  disgust  with  which  he 
would  hâve  regarded  a hedgehog. 

Whenever  my  eyes  met  those  of  the  stranger, 
he  pretended  not  to  see  me.  He  might  hâve 
been  a statue — for  he  never  moved  in  his  seat. 
Possibly,  he  was  afraid  to  derogate  in  dignity  by 
stirring  in  our  presence.  His  magnifîcent  pose, 
instead  of  intimidating  me,  at  times  almost  con- 
vulsed  me  with  laughter.  This  imposing  per- 
sonage,  who  appeared  to  be  conferring  a great 
favor  on  the  world  by  consenting  to  breathe  the 
same  air  as  his  fellow  men,  struck  me  as  a jovial 
sort  of  character.  Maksinski  assured  me  that 
there  was  nothing  extraordinary  at  ail  about  him 
and  that  I would  soon  see  plenty  more  of  the 
same  species. 

“These  gentlemen  ail  attempt  to  assume  a 
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majestîc  appearance,  although  this  rigidity  of 
countenance  often  gives  tliem  tlie  appearance  of 
born  idiots,”  laughingly  remarked  tlie  Comte. 

I burst  ont  laughing. 

Hilarity  is  contagions,  and  Maksinski  soon 
followed  my  example. 

But  the  lordly  personage  remained  as  immov- 
able  as  ever.  His  serions  expression  and  tlie 
rigidity  of  bis  featnres  only  increased  my  mirtli. 

“ What’s  the  différence,”  I whispered  to  the 
Comte  as  he  gave  me  a warning  nndge  to  be 
qniet.  “ This  emperor  who  is  traveling  incog- 
nito no  donbt  takes  ns  for  nnedncated  persons. 
It  is  now  too  late  to  make  amends  for  onr  rnde- 
ness,  so  I don’t  propose  to  bother  my  liead  abont 
him.” 

So  saying,  I drevv  from  my  pocket  an  envelope 
containing  the  portraits  of  the  two  consins 
and  set  abont  to  contemplate  them  at  my 
leisure. 

Maksinski  seized  Renée's  portrait  and  gazed  at 
it  long  and  earnestly.  Finally  he  consented  to 
retnrn  it  to  me  as  I did  not  wish  to  part  with 
this  beloved  likeness. 

Snddenly,  an  employé  made  his  appearance 
ontside  the  window  of  onr  compartment  and 
asked  ns  where  we  were  going.  I fondly  hoped 
that  onr  companion  wonld  not  be  obliged  to 
open  his  rnonth,  bnt  he  only  articulated  a single 
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Word  and  that  displeased  me  greatly.  He,  too, 
was  bound  for  Warsaw! 

Finally  we  reached  Kattowitz.  In  anotlier 
moment  Maksinski  Avould  be  gazing  on  the  land 
of  bis  birth. 

A little  river  glided  like  a bit  of  blue  ribbon 
beneath  tlie  train,  and  then  some  one  called  ont  ; 
Granica!  We  Avere  noAV  on  the  frontier. 

Suddenly,  the  Comte,  forgetting  the  dangers 
which  surrounded  him,  rose  in  his  seat  and 
cried  ont  : 

My  Poland  ! Long  may  she  live  ! ’’ 

Then  he  added  in  a lower  tone  : Once  more 
you  behold  in  your  son  a happy  man.  I left 
you  to  die  and  now  I return  with  fresh  courage 
and  the  desire  to  live.  I hâve  often  whispered  to 
you  the  name  of  she  whom  I love  ; I am  going 
to  repeat  it  to  you  again,  now  that  she  is  to  be 
mine  î ” 

But  at  the  sight  of  that  devastated  country,  the 
ri  vers  of  which  were  still  tinged  Avith  the  blood 
of  his  countrymen,  a deathly  pallor  spread  over 
his  face,  he  lowered  his  head  and  sadly  mur- 
mured  : 

Oh,  my  poor  country  ! ” 

During  several  moments  I held  my  peace. 
For  the  first  time  the  Russian  showed  signs  of 
life.  Seeing  the  trouble  which  Maksinski  did 
not  attempt  to  conceal,  he  condescended  to  honor 
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him  witli  a piercing  regard,  which  seemed  to 
say  : <‘Ah,  you  Polish  dog,  how  I despise 

you  ! ’’ 

Anotlier  employé  now  poked  his  head  in  at  the 
window  and  informed  us  that  we  must  now  get 
out  to  hâve  our  passports  viséd  and  be  searched 
by  the  Custom  House  officers.  We  hurriedly 
collected  our  baggage,  top-coats,  blankets  and 
the  Lord-knows-what-not  and  jumped  out  upon 
the  platform. 

The  military  pomp  with  which  travelers  are 
received  in  Poland  is  really  amusing.  Little 
men,with  big  black  beards  and  enormous  sabres, 
do  duty  as  soldiers  and  follow  one  about  as  if 
they  feared  every  fresh  arrivai  was  a conspira- 
tor. 

The  ferocious  employé,  whose  duty  it  was  to 
verify  the  passports,  scrutinized  Maksinski’s 
closely.  I asked  him  whether  there  was  any- 
thing  wrong  with  my  brothePs  passport,  and  tlie 
innocent  manner  in  which  I asked  him  tliis 
question  completely  dispelled  his  suspicions. 

The  Russian,  accompanied  by  a servant,  fol- 
lowed  directly  behind  us.  On  hearing  his  name, 
ail  the  soldiers  and  employés  doffed  their  caps. 
He  was  undoubtedly  a great  personage.  After 
waiting  for  him  to  re-enter  his  compartment,  we 
took  possession  of  a vacant  section,  and  con- 
gratulated  ourselves  that  we  were  forever  rid  of 
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his  odious  presence,  but  it  seems  that  Fate 
throws  those  in  our  way  whom  we  are  anxious 
to  avoid.  This  Russian  was  afterwards  associated 
with  us  in  our  daily  life,  and  this  strange  meet- 
ing was  the  first  of  a remarkable  cliain  of  inci- 
dents. 

Shortly  afterwards,  I felt  in  the  pocket  of  my 
coat  for  the  envelope  which  contained  the  por- 
traits, and,  to  my  great  surprise,  discovered  that 
it  was  lost.  Maksinski  was  evidently  more  put 
out  at  this  loss  than  I w^as  for  he  called  the 
conductor  of  the  train  and  began  to  question 
him  as  to  the  missing  envelope.  But  neither  the 
conductor  nor  any  of  the  employés  could  give 
us  the  slightest  satisfaction.  Tlie  train  was 
just  about  to  move  out  of  the  station,  when  I 
caught  sight  of  the  old  Russian  bear’s  servant 
hurrying  down  the  track.  As  soon  as  he  per- 
ceived  me,  he  approached  and  addressed  me  in 
the  Polish  language.  Of  course  I did  not  under- 
stand  a word  lie  said,  but  Maksinski  leaned  out 
of  the  window  and  began  to  talk  aw^ay  to  him 
at  a great  rate.  Every  now  and  then  the  valet 
would  interrupt  him  with  these  words  : 

“Tak,  tak,  tak,  tak,  tak,  tak.’’ 

I was  obliged  to  wait  until  they  were  qui  te 
through  to  be  enlightened  as  to  this  strange  con- 
duct. 

Suddenly  the  engine  blew  its  whistle,  and  as 
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the  train  started  the  valet  made  a run  for  the 
compartment  occupied  by  bis  master. 

The  Russian  sent  bis  man  to  enquire  whether 
he  liad  lost  anything/’  said  Maksinski  by  way 
of  an  explanation.  He  bas  no  doubt  found  tbe 
portraits,  but  be  evidently  did  not  wisb  to  con- 
fide  tbe  nature  of  our  loss  to  bis  servant.’" 

‘‘  Decidedly,  tbe  Moscovite  is  discreet  and 
well-bred,”  I could  not  belp  remarking  at  tbis 
display  of  savoir e faire. 

“ He  is  evidently  a personage  of  some  distinc- 
tion after  ail.” 

‘‘And  be  is  very  well  preserved  for  bis  âge, 
for  tbe  old  fossil  must  be  as  old  as  Metbuselab.” 


CHARTER  XIII. 

At  tbe  next  station  we  burried  to  tbe  Rus- 
sian’s  compartment. 

Without  moving  from  bis  favorite  position,  be 
put  bis  band  in  tbe  pocket  of  bis  top-coat  and 
extracted  tbe  envelope  we  prized  so  bigbly. 
Tben  be  opened  bis  moutb  and  addressed  us  in 
Frencb. 

And  so  tbis  man  could  speak  after  ail! 

“ After  your  departure,”  be  began,  witb  pre- 
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tended  indifférence,  “ I found  these  portraits  ; 
they  are  no  doubt  your  sisters?  ’’ 

‘‘  Tliese  young  girls  are  iiot  our  sisters,”  re- 
plied  Maksinski,  “ but  they  are  none  the  less 
dear  to  us  for  ail  that.  Kindly  accept  our 
warmest  thanks  ; you  hâve  indeed  rendered  us 
a most  important  service.” 

“ On  the  contrary,  it  is  I who  am  indebted  to 
you,”  replied  the  Russian  with  just  the  suspicion 
of  a smile  ; ‘‘for  it  was  necessary  for  me  to 
open  the  envelope  in  order  to  assure  myself  that 
it  was  not  my  property  and  I owe  you  a debt  I 
can  never  repay  for  a glimpse  of  two  beautiful 
women.” 

Maksinski  handed  me  Augusta’s  portrait.  He 
wanted  to  keep  that  of  Renée  but  I would  not 
permit  him  to  do  so. 

The  Russian  smiled  on  perceiving  the  look  of 
disappointment  which  appeared  on  Maksinski’s 
face.  Without  really  appearing  to  do  so  he 
watched  our  every  movement. 

I drew  the  Comte  aside. 

“Why  should  we  not  cultivate  his  acquaint- 
ance ?”  I asked.  “ He  might  possibly  be  of 
great  assistance  to  us.” 

“ Possibly  ; but  in  our  position  it  is  dangerous 
to  be  at  ail  identified  with  persons  of  high  rank  ; 
besides,  I do  not  wish  to  be  indebted  to  a Rus- 
sian for  anything.” 
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A man  of  his  stamp  would  not  stoop  so  low 
as  to  betray  a proscribed  patriot.’’ 

‘‘  Probably  not  ; but  he  would  certainly  not 
consent  to  lend  liim  a helping  hand.’’ 

‘‘  You  can’t  tell/’ 

“ After  ail,  he  was  no  more  than  civil.” 

‘‘He  is  a strange  character  indeed!  But 
leave  everything  to  me  ; it  is  doubtful  whether 
we  ever  meet  so  powerful  a personage  again  and 
I don’t  propose  to  lose  the  opportunity.” 

The  train  now  pulled  up  at  a statioA. 

“ Monsieur,”  I began  by  way  of  introduction, 
“ we  do  not  wish  to  intrude  upon  your  privacy 
any  longer,  so,  with  your  permission,  we  will 
retire  to  oui*  own  section.” 

“ You  don’t  disturb  me  in  the  least,  and  I 
should  deeply  regret  being  deprived  of  your 
society  after  having  traveled  so  far  together.” 

“ Then  permit  me  to  présent  you  to  my 
friend.  Monsieur  le  Comte  Maksinski.” 

“ You  are  a Pôle  ! I thought  as  much  ; 
your  nationality  is  stamped  on  your  counte- 
nance.” 

“ And  you  are  a Russian,  I suppose  ? ” asked 
Maksinski. 

“ Certainly.” 

“ Russia  and  Poland  are  not  any  too  fond  of 
each  other,”  I laughingly  remarked. 
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‘‘  Political  and  personal  feelings  are  two  dif- 
ferent sentiments  altogether.’’ 

Maksinski  breathed  easier.  I continued  : 

‘‘  Franz  Tilmann  is  my  name  ; I am  an  agri- 
culturer  by  occupation.’’ 

‘‘  But,”  said  the  old  bear,  “ your  odd  way  of 
presenting  yourselves  now  nécessitâtes  my  mak- 
ing  myself  known.” 

“ Not  at  ail.  We  are  under  great  obligations 
already  ; what  more  is  necessary  ? There  are 
people  we  bave  known  for  years  who  bave  never 
rendered  us  a similar  service.” 

My  discrétion  evidently  pleased  bim. 

“ Really,  I am  deligbted  to  bave  met  you,” 
be  continued,  assuming  tbe  tone  of  a protector. 
“ In  my  opinion  tbere  is  no  one  in  tbe  world  so 
agreeable  as  a traveling  companion,  especially 
wben  be  bas  tbe  knack  of  dropping  sucb  pretty 
pbotos.” 

A dark  frown  gatbered  on  Maksinski’s  brow. 

I admit  that  our  situation  is  very  original,” 
I ventured,  wondering  what  tbe  old  fossil  was 
driving  at. 

As  you  say,  even  to  the  smallest  details. 
And  how  is  it  that  your  friend  is  only  interested 
in  one  of  these  portraits  ? ” 

‘^It  is  that  of  bis  fiancée,  or  ratber  that  of  tbe 
woman  be  loves  and  wbom  be  intends  to  marry 
providing  certain  obstacles  wbicb  now  hinder 
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tlie  union  can  be  removed.  I might  as  well 
confess  that  this  is  the  object  of  our  présent 
journey  to  Warsaw/’ 

‘‘  Then  how  is  it  that  you,  wlio  are  not  en- 
gaged,  constitute  yourself  the  keeper  of  both 
these  treasures  ? I cannot  understand  this  at 
ail.’’ 

“ It  is  very  simple  : I love  them  both  ! ” 

‘‘  And  you  call  that  simple  ! I suppose  your 
love  for  one  is  truly  idyllic  while  your  passion 
for  the  other  is  not  altogether  platonic.” 

‘‘Precisely.” 

“And  your  affection  is  reciprocated ? ” 

“ Oh,  as  to  that  I am  as  yet  completely  in  the 
dark.  However,  if  the  one  I love  ever  gives  me 
her  heart  it  shall  be  with  the  understanding  that 
she  will  become  a peasent  like  myself,  as  I do 
not  propose  to  change  my  présent  mode  of 
living.” 

“ This  is  certainly  very  romantic  ! And  do 
you  suppose  this  young  girl  is  capable  of  a like 
sacrifice  ? ” 

“ I hâve  not  given  this  matter  a thought  as 
yet,  believe  me.” 

After  a moment’s  hésitation,  the  Russian  con- 
tinued  : 

“ Therefore,  nothing  is  definitely  arranged  as 
yet  as  far  as  these  two  marriages  are  con- 
cerned  ? ” 
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He  pulled  out  an  élégant  cigar  case  and  in- 
vited  us  to  join  liim  in  a smoke. 

Suddenly  he  remarked  : 

‘‘  By  the  way,  you  hâve  forgotten  to  mention 
the  name  of  these  young  ladies.” 

‘‘  It  is  more  than  probable  that  you  hâve  met 
them  already.” 

“ You  hâve  aroused  my  curiosity  with  your 
mysterious  wayof  hinting  at  things.  In  giving 
me  to  understand  that  I hâve  met  these  young 
ladies  you  simply  incite  my  curiosity  to  know 
who  they  really  are.” 

Maksinski  nudged  me  with  his  elbow  to  be 
cautious,  but  the  old  fox  noticed  the  movement 
nevertheless. 

‘‘  M.  le  Comte  fears  that  you  will  say  too 
much,”  said  he,  ‘‘I  verily  believe  that  he  doubts 
the  discrétion  of  a Russian.” 

I never  doubt  a Russian  nobleman  when  he 
has  once  pledged  his  word  to  secrecy,”  remarked 
Maksinski  frankly. 

“ If  such  is  the  case  I give  you  my  word  not 
to  betray  your  secret.” 

‘‘  This  promise,  monsieur,  is  not  the  only  rea- 
son  that  décidés  me  to  speak,”  said  I,  but  I 
believe  we  bave  inspired  you  with  a certain 
amount  of  interest,  and,  in  a strange  country, 
one  is  always  pleased  to  meet  with  those  who 
might  be  willing  to  extend  a helping  hand. 
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One  of  these  ladies  is  the  daughter  of  the  Duc 
de  B , the  other  is  his  niece.” 

M.  le  Duc  de  B , the  former  ambassa- 

dor?” 

Precisely.’’ 

‘‘  I hâve  met  him  a number  of  times  in  St. 
Petersburgh,  but  I only  know  of  the  young 
ladies  through  their  réputation  for  beauty.” 

We  reached  Warsaw  at  last. 

“ I trust  we  shall  meet  again,”  he  said  on 
leaving  the  train.  I shall  remain  here  several 
days  before  proceedîng  on  my  journey.  At 
what  hôtel  do  you  propose  to  put  up  ? ” 

“ It  will  be  easy  to  find  us,”  answered  the 
Comte,  inasmuch  as  there  is  but  one  first-class 
hôtel  in  the  city.” 

‘‘  Oh,  yes,  I had  forgotten  that  ! Au  revoir^ 
messieurs,”  and  the  next  moment  he  was  lost  in 
the  crowd. 

And  do  you  propose  to  call  on  this  man  ? ” 
asked  the  Comte. 

“ Not  at  ail  ! He  will  call  on  us.” 

Listen,  Franz  ; you  don’t  know  the  charac- 
ter  of  these  Russians,  whereas  I know  them 
well,  and  tremble  for  the  resuit  of  your  folly. 
I am  confident  that  this  man  must  hâve  some 
object  in  view  to  thus  change  his  attitude 
towards  us.” 

Of  course  he  has  something  in  view,  other- 
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wise  he  would  be  of  no  assistance  whatever. 
And  I suspect  what  liis  object  is  already.” 

^^And  Ijtoo,  bave  an  inklingof  wliat  be  isaim- 
ing  at.  One  of  our  portraits  bas  pleased  him.  At 
first  he  thought  tlie  girls  were  oïdy  plain  peo- 
ple,  while  the  knowledge  of  tlieir  position  now  is 
even  of  more  conséquence  to  liim  than  our  love.’’ 
‘‘  That’s  the  idea  exactly  ! ” 

“ But  what  if  it  should  be  Renée ” 

Well,  if  it  is  Renée  whom  he  fancies  we  will 
not  make  use  of  him  at  ail  ; but  if  it  is  Augusta 
I intend  to  utilize  the  prétentions  of  tins  bar- 
barian  in  putting  the  proud  girl  to  the  test  of 
choosing  between  the  Russian  hoyar  and  myself. 
Th  U s I shall  ascertain  which  of  the  tw^o — her 
pride  or  her  love — is  the  strongest.” 

“ As  far  as  that  goes  yôu  may  be  right,  but 
it  is  simple  madness  to  mix  ourselves  up  with 
this  Russian  when  we  are  bent  on  such  a dan- 
gerous  mission.  He  is  powerful  and  wealthy, 
cunning  in  the  Avays  of  the  world  and  well 
versed  in  ail  its  artifices  ; while  you  know  abso- 
lutely  nothing  at  ail  beyond  the  mere  value  of 
corn  and  wheat  ; and  yet  you  would  hâve  the 
audacity  to  play  with  this  man  as  you  would 
with  an  accordéon  ! You  must  be  mad  ! ” 

Remember,  my  friend,  I am  not  as  big  a 
simpleton  as  I appear.  In  intrigues,  as  in  love 
affairs,  young  men  are  bound  to  get  the  better  of 
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the  Oïd  ones.  While  the  latter  are  seeking  for 
the  shortest  eut,  tlie  former  hâve  already  reached 
the  goal.  Men  of  such  great  expérience  always 
stop  to  calculate  the  chances,  while  the  inexpe- 
rienced  never  hait  by  the  roadside  to  reflect.’’ 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  following  morning  I started  out  bright 
and  early  to  occupy  myself  with  Maksinski’s  af- 
fairs. 

I remembered  the  Russian’s  name,  having 
heard  it  pronounced  at  Granica.  It  was  Katch- 
koff.  I had  the  house  in  which  he  was  stopping 
pointed  out  to  me,  and  I placed  myself  on  the 
watch  outside. 

In  the  course  of  a few  moments  he  appeared 
at  the  window.  The  ends  of  his  enormous 
moustachios  were  pointed  upwards  as  usual,  but 
his  little  eyes  appeared  to  be  unusually  red  as  if 
he  had  not  passed  a very  restful  night.  On  the 
whole,  he  looked  worried  and  dejected. 

Decidedly,  the  Russian  was  in  love. 

Shortly  afterwards,  I returned  to  the  hôtel 
and  was  informed  that  a servant  had  called  dur- 
ing  my  absence  to  say  that  M.  Katchkoff  desired 
to  hâve  me  call  on  him  as  soon  as  possible. 
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Tliereupon  I set  out  again  to  pay  my  respects 
to  tlie  old  boyar. 

As  he  had  sent  for  me  it  was  plainly  his 
place  to  begin  the  conversation.  After  the 
usual  exchange  of  courtesies,  he  said  : 

Since  we  parted  last  night  I hâve  been 
thinking  over  your  story.  You  gave  me  to  un- 
derstand  that  I might  be  of  service  to  you. 
Speak  ! What  can  I do  for  you  ? ” 

Everything  ! ” 

“ You  exaggerate  my  power.  However,  go 
on.” 

I will  do  so  ail  the  more  readily  since  my 
companion  is  not  présent.  Owing  to  a misun- 
derstanding,  the  Comte  has  been  deprived  of 
his  fortune  and  we  hâve  corne  here  to  try  and 
hâve  his  property  restored.” 

“ In  what  manner  hâve  the  Comte’s  interests 
been  compromised  ? ” 

His  father  and  he  were  exiled  for  a political 
offense  which  they  never  committed,  and  their 
estâtes  were  unjustly  confiscated.  In  order  to 
return  to  Poland  without  risking  arrest  it  was 
necessary  for  the  Comte  to  pass  as  my  brother. 
This  confidence  on  my  part  must  prove  to  you 
the  high  opinion  I hâve  of  your  discrétion.” 

‘‘  Then  the  object  of  your  visit  to  Poland  is 
to  secure  the  release  of  the  father,  the  pardon 
of  the  son,  and  the  restoration  of  their  fortune. 
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But,  are  you  quite  sure  that  în  event  of  your 

being  unsuccessful  Mlle,  de  B will  remain 

faithful  to  her  love  ? Women  are  so  fickle,  you 
know 

“ I will  answer  for  Mlle.  Renée  ; she  is  not 
of  tlie  kind  wlio  care  for  riches,  and  lier  father 
will  concédé  lier  anything  she  asks  for.  Tliere- 

fore,  Mlle,  de  B will  wed  Maksinski  beyond 

the  shadow  of  a doubt.  Nevertheless,  it  would 
be  préférable,  for  ail  parties  concerned,  if  matters 
could  be  arranged  satisfactorily.’’ 

“You  are  right,  and  I can  see  no  possible  ob- 
jection to  my  giving  you  what  little  assistance 
is  in  my  power.” 

A strange  look  appeared  in  bis  eyes  ; he 
seemed  to  hesitate.  Evidently,  he  realized  that 
if  it  was  Renée  whom  he  fancied  it  would  not  be 
advisable  for  him  to  hasten  the  wedding. 

“ Permit  me,”  he  continued,  “ to  look  at  the 
photographs  again.” 

I handed  him  the  portraits.  He  looked  first 
at  one  and  then  at  the  other.  He  was  visibly 
aifected. 

“ Which  is  the  one  ? ” thought  I ; “ which  is 
the  one?” 

“ I havé  not  the  least  recollection  of  ever  see- 
ing  them,  but  they  are  charming  ! And  which 
one,  pray,  is  the  Comte’s  fiancée  ? ” 

He  had  broached  the  subject  at  last  ! 
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‘‘  Whicli  one  ?”  I repeated.  ‘‘  Corne  now, 
can’t  you  guess  ? ” 

He  hesitated  a moment. 

“ Tins  is  his  fiancée,”  said  he,  pointing  to 
Augusta. 

“ And  wliy  do  you  tliink  so  ? ” 

‘‘  Because  slie  has  a majestic  look,  and  seems 
to  hâve  been  born  to  wear  a crown.  Tlie  other 
one  is  taller  and  more  attractive,  perhaps  ; but 
this  one  is  a queen.” 

“ And  y et  this  is  not  the  one  wliom  the  Comte 
loves.” 

A hoarse  laugh  escaped  him  involuntarily. 
Augusta  was  the  one  he  fancied  after  ail  ! 
Although  I was  prepared  for  this  avowal, 
still,  I confess,  it  pained  me  deeply. 

Oli,  ho,”  he  muttered,  ‘‘  so  this  is  the  one 
that  intends  to  transform  herself  into  a peasant?  ” 
“ Such  is  not  her  desire,  believe  me,  but  such 
indeed  would  be  the  penalty  of  her  love  if  she 
ever  learned  to  care  for  me.  For  instance,  sup- 
posing  that  you  took  it  into  your  head  to  marry 
a farmer’s  daughter,  would  you  not  like  to  know 
wdiether  she  would  live  in  your  set  witliout  be- 
ing  a source  of  constant  humiliation  to  you  ? ” 
Possibly,  and  how  long  is  this  test  to  last  ? ” 
‘‘  Until  I am  convinced  that  everything  is  as 
it  should  be.” 
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“ That  is  a stern  resolution  ! Will  y ou  per- 
sist  in  this  détermination?” 

“ Undoubtedly.” 

A fierce  liglit  shone  in  the  Russian’s  eyes  at 
that  moment. 

And  now  to  business  ! ” said  he  with  genu- 
ine  alacrity.  ‘‘  Write  down  the  names  and  the 
particulars  of  the  Comte’s  case.  I promise  to 
arrange  everything  in  very  short  order.” 

And  so  I won  the  game  ! But  it  was  not 
without  the  aid  of  the  little  God  of  Love. 

‘‘  Everything  will  corne  ont  ail  right,”  he  said 
in  conclusion,  ‘‘for  it  is  a réparation  and  not  a 
favor  that  you  are  asking.  The  Maksinski’s  are 
loyal  patriots  and  not  revolutionists.” 

Then  he  rang  and  ordered  his  carriage. 

“ I trust  that  I shall  be  able  to  arrange 
matters  speedily.  I will  not  see  you  here 
again,  but  you  will  reçoive  word  from  me  very 
shortly.  In  the  meantime,  remain  here,  hâve  a 
little  patience  and  everything  will  corne  ont  ail 
right  in  the  end.  The  Comte  needs  hâve  no 
fear  to  show  himself  in  public  as  he  is  now 
under  my  protection.  Oh,  you  must  place  en- 
tire  confidence  in  me  ; I will  only  assist  you  on 
this  condition.  Will  you  remain  here  until  you 
reçoive  word  from  me  to  the  contrary  ? ” 

“ You  hâve  my  word  ; we  will  not  leave 
Warsaw  until  we  hear  from  you,” 
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‘‘Very  well,  then,  remain  liere  and  enjoy 
yourselves.  Warsaw  is  a jolly  place,  although 
it  is  in  mourning.  If  you  run  short  of  money 
by  reason  of  your  enforced  stay  in  the  town, 
here  is  a letter  of  crédit  on  my  banker.  Do 
not  hesitate  to  accept  it  as  you  will  soon  be  in  a 
position  to  return  it,  for  your  friend’s  fortune 
will  certainly  be  restored.  I hâve  taken  a 
lively  interest  in  you  and  the  Comte  and  I am 
now  going  to  set  to  work  in  earnest  to  prove  the 
truth  of  this  assertion.” 

In  spite  of  what  I related  to  him  regarding 
the  promises  made  by  Katchkoff,  Maksinski  still 
doubted  the  Russian. 

‘‘Although  he  promised  to  assist  us,  I fear 
him  still.  These  Russians  never  give  away 
anything  excep t their  hatred.  To  place  liim- 
self  thus  at  our  disposai  this  man  must  hâve 
some  hidden  motive  or  else  he  is  confident  of 
his  ability  to  win  Augusta.” 

“ Well  then,”  I answered,  “if  he  can  win  lier 
he  is  welcome  to  lier.  Besides,  a girl  of  twenty 
who  would  willingly  throw  herself  away  upon 
such  a créature  is  not  worthy  of  any  honest 
man’s  love  ! ” 

A fortnight  passed  without  any  message  from 
Katchkoff.  Maksinski  was  beginning  to  grow 
impatient.  Finally  he  received  a letter  from 
Rejnée, 
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“ I ought  to  scold  you/’  she  began,  ‘‘for  leav- 
ing  me  so  long  in  suspense.  But  since  I hâve 
heard  of  your  good  fortune  I hâve  not  the  heart 
to  be  angry  with  you.  Xesterday,  M.  Katch- 
koff,  a warm  friend  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia, 
honored  us  with  a visit.  Your  father,  the  Mar- 
quis de  Maksinski,  sent  him  as  his  emissary  to 
demand  my  hand  in  marriage  for  his  son. 

“ M.  Katchkoff  fairly  overwhelmed  us  with 
questions  before  he  would  appease  our  curiosity. 
Then  he  informed  us  that  your  presence  in 
Warsaw  was  indispensable  for  the  signature  of 
certain  documents,  but  that  you  would  be  in  a 
position  to  start  for  home  as  soon  as  my  letter 
reached  you.  He  also  said  that  ail  your  estâtes 
are  to  be  restored  to  you  and  that  you  will  be 
very  rich.  Now,  dear,  you  know  that  it  matters 
very  little  to  me  whether  you  hâve  money  or 
not,  but  papa  says  it  won’t  be  de  trop,  so  I sup- 
pose you  had  better  bring  it  with  you.’’ 

Maksinski  was  dumbfounded.  He  could  not 
realize  that  the  Russian  had  kept  his  word  after 
ail. 

“ Thank  God,  my  father  is  alive — and  free  ! 
Renée  will  be  my  wife,  my  fortune  restored! 
Oh,  I must  be  mad  ; it  is  too  good  to  be  true  I ” 
But  there  was  still  more  to  corne.  The  post- 
script to  the  letter  was  as  follows  : , 

“ M.  Katchkoff  is  a messenger  from  Heaven  ; 
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he  is  going  to  remain  witli  us  for  a few  days. 
We  are  ail  very  fond  of  him.  He  says  we  ail 
owe  our  happiness  to  Franz. 

‘‘  Dear  Franz  ! I owe  him  tlie  gratitude  of  a 
lifetime  and  I am  now  going  to  make  an  effort 
to  pay  it  off.  Augusta  has  just  declared  that 
she  will  never  be  an  old  maid,  and  so  she  has 
requested  me  to  write  and  ask  Franz  his  opinion 
on  the  subject.  Papa  only  smiles  but  he  does 
not  object  in  the  least  to  our  little  plans  for  the 
future.  Two  weddings  at  the  same  time,  won’t 
it  be  glorious  ! 

‘‘  I will  not  tell  you  how  dearly  I love  you, 
but  I intend  to  prove  it  in  every  action  of  my 
life. 

‘‘  Hurry  up  and  corne  home. 

“ Renée. 

On  reading  the  joyful  intelligence  that 
Augusta  would  consent  to  be  my  wife,  I was 
tempted  to  give  way  to  the  feeling  of  happiness 
which  took  possession  of  me,  but,  by  force  of 
will-power,  I succeeded  in  regaining  control  of 
my  senses. 

“ So  you,  too,  are  happy  ! exclaimed  the 
Comte. 

‘‘  Not  yet  ! I am  going  to  answer  Augusta 
as  I did  the  Muscovite.  This  marriage  is  an 
impossibility  unless  she  consents  to  adopt  my 
mode  of  living.  Katchkoff  happens  along  in 
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the  nick  of  time  to  assist  me  out  of  this  diffi- 
culty. 

‘‘He  lias  introduced  himself  in  the  Duc’s 
household  in  the  dual  rôle  of  benefactor  and 
powerful  hoyar,  He  suddenly  finds  himself 
respected,  petted,  and  adored.  He  imagines 
that  he  is  feathering  his  own  nest,  while  in  re- 
ality  he  is  only  clearing  the  way  for  me  ! He  is 
dazzled  at  the  warmth  of  his  réception — so  much 
the  better  ! ’’ 

Youh-e  most  courageous,  Franz,  you  tear 
out  your  heart  to  read  its  contents  ; you  are 
right  but  you  must  suffer  frightfully,  neverthe- 
less.’’ 

I grasped  Maksinski’s  hand. 

“ Would  you  bave  me  win  Augusta  for 
want  of  an  opportunity  to  lose  her ?”  I asked. 
“ How  would  you  like  to  wed  a woman  who 
might  be  guilty  of  marrying  such  a man?” 

Oh,  horrible  ! ” 

The  Marquis  Maksinski,  released  from  exile 
looked  upon  ail  this  as  a simple  réparation  due 
him  for  the  cruel  injustice  inflicted  upon  him  a 
year  ago.  His  health  was  broken  down  by  his 
forced  confinement,  and,  as  he  had  not  the 
strength  to  undergo  a voyage  to  France,  it  was 
decided  that  the  Comte  and  his  bride  would  pass 
their  honeymoon  in  Poland. 

A few  days  later,  Maksinski  having  received 
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a full  pardon,  together  with  the  restoration  of 
his  fortune,  we  took  our  departure  for  home. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

During  our  absence,  the  Duc  and  his  family 
had  left  Breithaus  and  had  returned  to  their 
résidence  in  the  city.  Katchkoff  accompanied 
them  thither. 

After  having  repaired  the  disorder  of  our 
toilette^  occasioned  by  two  days  and  two  nights 
of  travel,  we  presented  ourselves  at  the  hôtel 
where  the  Russian  was  stopping.  We  certainly 
owed  him  our  first  visit. 

He  accepted  our  thanks  with  a degree  of 
modesty  which  I never  saw  equaled  before  in 
man.  His  mission  would  only  be  fulfilled,  he 
added  with  a cunning  smile,  when  he  saw  me 
married  to  Augusta. 

He  wished  to  impress  my  genius,  good  quali- 
ties  and  affection  upon  her  ; he  wanted  to  praise 
the  woods,  the  fields,  the  trees  and  the  flowers, 
in  fact  ail  the  beauties  of  nature,  in  glowing 
colors.  I thanked  him  for,  his  kindly  interest, 
but  gave  him  a polite  hint  that  I was  old 
enough  to  blow  my  own  horn. 

“On  the  contrary,’’  I said,  “I  want  to  sing 


An  Alsatian  Romance.  101 

to  her  the  praises  of  luxury,  wealth  and  nobility. 
I wish  to  instill  in  her  mind  tlie  knowledge  that 
woman’s  mission  on  earth  is  to  seek  for  admira- 
tion and  flattery.  The  winters  at  the  farm  are 
very  quiet,  and  a husband  is  not  mucb  of  an  at- 
traction after  ail.  Beauty  longs  for  admiration 
just  as  men  long  for  beauty.  A woman  tires  of 
dangling  continually  on  the  arm  of  the  same 
man  ; she  is  constantly  seeking  fresh  fields  and 
pastures  new.  This  is  what  I in  tend  to  repeat 
to  her  until  she  becomes  disgusted  with  the  vani- 
ties  of  the  world  and  brushes  them  aside  as  she 
would  so  much  dross.*’ 

Katchkoff  attempted  to  supress  a smile.  Then 
suddenly  changing  the  conversation  : 

“ Did  you  go  to  the  theatre  in  Warsaw  ? 
What  did  you  see  ? ” 

‘‘  An  old  opéré  t ta,  ‘ The  Two  Humbugs  ; ^ it 
contained  one  really  amusing  scene  : two  men, 
each  of  whom  believes  the  other  to  be  blind,  are 
playing  a game  of  cards  together.  But,  as  the 
two  humbugs  are  equally  well  versed  in 
trickery,  they  cheat  each  other  so  often  that  they 
iînally  end  up  by  making  it  an  even  game.” 

“ Bravo  ! ” exclaimed  Katchkoff,  patting  me 
on  the  back  ; I could  not  dislike  you  even  if  I 
tried  ever  so  hard.  I despise  only  those  who 
are  devoid  of  sense  altogether,  and  you  are  no 
fool  by  any  means.” 
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Then  we  took  our  departure. 

‘‘  Although  I am  indebted  to  that  man  for  my 
présent  happiness  I was  strongly  tempted  to 
strangle  him,”  exclaimed  Maksinski  when  we 
were  outside.  ‘‘  It  was  liigli  time  for  him  to 
make  an  explanation.  The  man  evidently 
esteems  you  while  he  loves  Augusta.  But  he  is 
as  anxious  as  you  are  to  solve  her  nature.  Your 
two  problems  hâve  but  one  solution  : to  satisfy 
him  it  is  necessary  that  Augusta  should  be  tlie 
reverse  of  what  she  should  be  to  you. 

The  Duc’s  eyes  fairly  filled  with  tears  when 
we  put  in  an  appearance  later  on.  When  Renée 
caught  sight  of  Maksinski  lier  face  assumed  a 
crimson  hue,  while  she  lowered  her  eyes  to  pre- 
vent  our  noticing  her  embarrassment.  They 
exchanged  only  a few  words  in  ail  but  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  they  loved  each  other  above  ail 
else  on  earth. 

To  my  surprise,  Augusta  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance. 

“ I hâve  a surprise  in  store  for  you,”  re- 
marked  Renée  after  she  had  thanked  me  at 
least  a dozen  times,  more  or  less,  for  ail  I had 
done  for  her  and  the  Comte.  ‘‘I  see  that  you 
miss  Augusta.  Well,  she  is  at  Blaue  Blumen 
with  yôur  mother  and  she  h as  already  begun  her 
apprenticeship  as  housekeeper.  She  wishes  to 
show  you  that  a country  life  is  not  at  ail  distaste- 
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fui  to  her  and  she  is  anxious  tô  prove  to  you — 
as  well  as  to  herself  no  doubt — that  you  need 
hâve  no  fears  for  the  future.  Papa  is  afraid 
that  she  will  change  her  mind,  and  he  sees  in 
ail  tins  but  a rustic  comedietta.  But  my  cousin 
is  of  âge,  she  knows  her  own  naind  and  she  is 
free  to  act  as  she  sees  fit.  Papa,  who  loves  you 
as  a son,  has  given  his  consent,  while  I — well,  I 
hope  for  the  best.” 

“ With  you  and  Augusta  to  comfort  me  I 
shall  be  happy  indeed  ! 

“ Will  you  be  quiet  ! interrupted  Renée. 
‘‘  and  permit  me  to  finish.  Augusta  has  now 
been  away  four  days  and  she  does  not  propose  to 
return  to  town  until  the  day  of  my  wedding.  I 
hâve  received  a letter  from  her,  inviting  us  ail 
down  to  Blaue  Blumen,  so  you  will  hâve  to  ac- 
company  me  there  this  afternoon.” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A FEW  hours  later  found  Renée,  the  Duc 
and  me  on  the  way  to  Blaue  Blumen.  Ail  day 

long  M.  de  B ridiculed  my  simple  habits. 

He  said  that  it  was  absurd  for  a man  of  my 
ability  to  shut  himself  up  forever  in  the  country. 
He  proposed  to  give  Augusta  a sound  lecture  on 
the  subject,  and  he  warned  me  that  he  intended 


104 


Le  Bleuet. 


to  use  his  influence  with  liis  niece  to  hâve  us 
résidé  in  town,  once  we  were  married. 

We  got  out  of  our  carriage  a short  distance 
from  the  farm  as  I desired  to  give  Augusta  a 
surprise.  We  entered  thegarden  stealthily,  and 
came  upon  ber  unobserved. 

Tlien  hope  entered  my  breast  for  the  flrst 
time,  and  I realized  what  a superb  créature  she 
was. 

As  she  stood  there,  superintending  the  work, 
she  had  the  appearance  of  a véritable  peasant 
girl.  Her  rich  complexion  assisted  in  the  trans- 
formation, and  her  glorious  blonde  liair,  braided 
together  after  the  fashion  of  the  country,  suited 
her  decidedly  better  than  any  coiffure  of  recent 
date.  A white  cotton  dress,  the  soft  materialof 
which  plainly  showed  off  her  shapely  form,  fell 
in  graceful  folds  about  her  ; a corsage  of  plain 
white  muslin  fltted  her  to  perfection  and,  in  my 
estimation,  became  her  far  better  than  the 
bodices  of  silk  and  lace  she  had  been  accustomed 
to  wear.  Her  short  sleeves  were  rolled  up 
tightly  around  her  well-rounded  arms  ; wliile  her 
little  feet,  encased  in  strong  walking  shoes,  were 
just  visible  beneath  her  short  skirt. 

As  I gazed  upon  her  thus  I could  not  help  re- 
marking  that  the  plainer  a woman  dresses  the 
more  beautiful  she  looks. 

When  she  addressed  the  farm  hands  she  did 
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so  in  a tone  of  autliority.  A bundle  of  straw 
happened  to  be  out  of  place  ; she  raised  it  in 

her  arms  and  hurled  it  aside.  M.  de  B 

and  Renée  could  not  retain  their  laughter,  wbile 
I looked  on  in  amazement.  Her  zeal  surpassed 
my  expectations.  Her  conduct  was  even 
sliglitly  exaggerated,  but  I pretended  not  to 
notice  it. 

On  perceiving  us,  Augusta  came  forward  to 
meet  us.  Then  she  led  the  way  to  tlie  bouse 
and  ordered  supper.  She  assumed  a jaunty  little 
air  which  suited  her  to  perfection  ; one  would 
really  hâve  supposed  tliat  she  had  lived  on  a farm 
ail  her  life. 

“ Mademoiselle  is  so  exacting,’’  remarked  my 
mother,  “ that  our  people  already  look  upon  her 
as  the  mistress.  I am  afraid,  however,  that  she 
will  exert  herself  too  much  and  tire  herself  out  ; 
she  is  not  accustomed  to  such  heavy  work.’’ 

“Oh,  I am  not  afraid  of  work,  I assure  you  ; 
besides,  it  does  me  ail  the  good  in  the  world. 
It’s  lots  of  fun,  too,  and  my  costume  suits  me  to 
perfection.” 

After  supper,  we  inspected  the  farm.  Augusta 
walked  in  advance  with  Renée  and  her  uncle. 
My  mother  and  I brought  up  the  rear. 

“ You  must  believe  me  mad  for  presuming  to 
love  Mlle,  de  B ” I said. 

“ Not  at  ail;  but  why  did  you  not  choose  the 
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otlier  one?  ’’  and  she  raised  her  eyes,  filled  with 
tears,  upon  me.  “ It^s  a pity  ! Mlle.  Augusta 
does  not  resemble  lier  in  the  least.” 

The  Duc  joined  us  at  tliis  moment,  and  in- 
formed  me  that  the  carriage  was  ready. 

Augusta  ran  up  and  drew  me  aside  by  the 
arm. 

‘‘And  where  are  you  off  to  now,  monsieur  ? 
To  the  North  Pôle,  I suppose?’’ 

I was  anxious  to  get  away  for  I feared  that  I 
would  not  be  able  to  control  my  feelings  any 
longer. 

“Go  on  î why  don’t  you  go  ? ” she  added  in 
a tantalizing  way.  “ Hurry  up,  they  are  wait- 
ing  for  you  ! ” 

I might  hâve  defended  myself  against  the 
young  girl  I had  known  at  Breithaus,  but  not 
against  this  one.  Augusta,  with  her  peasant 
costume,  her  ardent  love  and  her  tender  expres- 
sion, was  irrésistible.  Only  love  is  capable  of 
making  these  wonderful  transformations  ! 

They  are  only  of  short  duration,  but  they  are 
none  the  less  intoxicating  for  ail  that. 

“And  so  you  suppose  you  hâve  the  courage 
to  go  away  ! ” she  added  smiling  sweetly,  “ you 
are  really  amusing  ! ” 

AU  further  résistance  was  useless.  I hurried 
up  to  the  carriage.  The  Duc  and  Renée  were 
w^aiting  for  me. 
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“ Good-bye,”  I said,  “ I can’t  go  with  you. 
Important  business  retains  me  here.’’ 

“ I was  positive  that  you  would  remain 
behind/’  answered  tlie  Duc  with  a laugh.  I 
shall  expect  to  see  you  ail  at  Renée’s  wedding.” 

The  driver  whipped  up  his  horses  and  in  a 
moment  the  carriage  disappeared  from  view 
around  a bend  in  the  road. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

And  so  Augusta  triumphed  ! 

“ So  you  hâve  remained  behind,  eh  ?”  she  re- 
marked  rather  maliciously,  “ why,  I supposed 
you  were  in  a hurry  to  be  ofF!  You  see  that, 
out  of  respect  for  your  wishes,  I hâve  trans- 
formed  myself  into  a peasant.  I want  to  prove 
to  you  that  if  it  is  an  impossibility  for  a country 
girl  to  change  herself  into  a great  lady,  it  is  an 
easy  task  for  a great  lady  to  assume  the  char- 
ter of  one  of  your  class.  And  yet,  you  doubt 
my  love  ! However,  I alone  am  to  blâme,  for  I 
was  not  sufficiently  candid  with  you  in  the  be- 
ginning.  But  then,  there  are  circumstances  in 
one’s  life  when  this  is  not  permissible.  You 
want  the  truth,  monsieur;  well,  here  it  is. 
Family,  society,  the  world,  my  ail  are  centered 
in  you.  If  the  universe  were  to  totter,  I would 
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cry  out  to  know  whether  you  were  in  danger, 
while  I would  mock  at  the  péril  whicli  threat- 
ened  tke  otliers  ! You  are  my  God,  my  Heaven  ! 
I love  you!  Oh,  how  it  relieves  my  pent-up 
feelings  to  be  able  to  tell  you  so.  Yes,  I love 
you  ! I love  you  ! Do  you  understand,  do 
you  hear?  Shall  I repeat  it  again  ? Well 
then,  I love  you  ! Yes,  I love  you  ! ’’ 

My  cup  of  happiness  was  full  to  overflow- 
ing. 

‘‘Ihave  never  loved  other  than  you,”  she 
continued  ; not  even  my  parents  or  my  rela- 
tives. It  is  wrong,  I admit,  but  it  is  the  truth. 
It  seems  as  if  God  was  punishing  me  now  by 
giving  me  for  master  a man  whose  position  is 
greatly  inferior  to  my  own — a man  whom  I 
looked  down  upon  with  contempt  before  this 
fatal  passion  took  possession  of  me.  And  this 
is  why  I struggled  against  this  feeling  so 
strongly,  so  furiously  at  first  ! I was  so  dis- 
gusted  with  myself  for  permitting  my  heart  to 
conquer  my  pride — that  I despised  you  ! ” 

Even  now  she  remembered  the  distance  which 
separated  us,  and  she  did  not  forget  to  cast  it 
up.  I felt  a sudden  pang  of  regret  which  did 
not  escape  her  notice. 

“ I might  hâve  bettered  your  condition.  I 
could  hâve  given  you  a brilliant  future.  And 
yet,  you  would  not  listen  to  my  entreaties  ! My 
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uncle  is  in  a position  to  secure  you  an  appoint- 
ment,  and  still  you  refuse  to  al  ter  your  mind. 
So  be  it,  then  ! We  will  live  here  together  and 
we  will  share  what  we  hâve  between  us.’’ 

I preferred  to  renounce  the  happiness  of  a 
lifetime,  rather  than  run  the  risk  of  making 
Augusta  misérable  later  on. 

I hâve  made  up  my  mind  to  live  at  Blaue 
Blumen,”  I answered,  “ so  do  not  attempt  to 
alter  my  détermination  ; it  would  be  useless.” 

Then  it  is  decided  1 ” she  exclaimed  with  a 
merry  laugli,  “ so  let  us  seal  the  compact  with  a 
kiss  ! ” 

And  she  pressed  lier  lips  upon  my  forehead. 

She  did  everything  by  impulse.  I could  not 
resist  this  last  attack. 

‘‘My  darling,  I adore  you  ! ” 

The  words  escaped  my  lips  involuntarily. 
The  next  moment,  she  was  folded  tightly  in  my 
arms  as  I pressed  lier  close  to  my  heart.  But 
she  broke  away,  a smile  upon  lier  lips  which 
seemed  to  thaiik  rather  than  reproach  me. 

“ Then  it  is  understood  ? I will  continue  to 
wear  cotton  gowns  and  we  will  hâve  griddle 
cakes  forbreakfast  on  Sunday  mornings.  When 
I am  your  wife  you  will  kiss  me  and  I will  con- 
sider  myself  well  repaid  for  the  sacrifice.” 

She  was  ail  out  of  breatli.  A moment  later 
she  looked  up  into  my  face  and  said  : 
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You  will  be  very  fond  of  me,  won’t  you 

Oli,  how  happy  I was  during  the  next  few 
days.  Augusta  drew  me  towards  her  by  a 
thousand  different  artifices.  I was  fairly  iiitoxi- 
cated  with  lier  beauty,  fascinated  by  lier  love.  I 
was  worked  up  to  such  a pitch  of  mental  excite- 
ment  that  it  was  not  long  before  ail  sorts  of  ex- 
aggerated  ideas  floated  through  my  mind.  In 
fact,  my  enthusiasm  was  so  intense  tliat  at  times 
it  verged  on  the  délirions,  and  1 dreaded  the  re- 
action. I asked  myself  continually  whether  I 
was  not  more  fitted  for  a friend  than  for  a lover. 
At  the  mention  of  those  three  words  : I love  you, 
it  seemed  as  if  the  blood  had  ceased  to  circulate 
in  my  veins,  then,  suddenly,  it  gushed  forth 
anew  and  with  increased  force  rushed  on  towards 
the  heart.  At  times^  there  was  a terrible  sen- 
sation of  oppression  about  the  chest  and  I 
could  scarcely  breathe. 

One  night  my  mother,  hearing  me  pacing  the 
floor  of  my  room,  sent  for  a physician.  He  in- 
sisted  on  my  keeping  my  bed  for  several  days. 
He  had  no  sooner  left  the  room,  liowever,  then 
I jumped  out  of  bed  and  rushed  to  the  window. 
I was  anxious  to  see  whether  Augusta  was  suf- 
ficiently  interested  in  me  to  question  the  doctor. 

Yes;  she  was  there,  waiting  for  liim  to  corne 
out. 
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Oh,  doctor,  I liope  it  is  nothing  serious  ? I 
heard  her  ask. 

“ It  is  sometimes  dangerous  to  love — be  pru- 
dent. I hoped — I would  hâve  preferred  a sis- 
ter — ’’  the  old  fellow  murmured,  and  that  was 
ail  the  satisfaction  he  gave  her. 

Augusta  was  visibly  affected.  I reproached 
myself  for  ha\dng  ever  doubted  her,  and  I re- 
solved,  then  and  there,  to  lay  aside  ail  my  scru- 
ples  after  our  marriage  and  consent  to  live 
where  and  how  she  pleased. 

Then  I remembered  that  I had  put  her  to  the 
test,  and  1 decided  to  go  on  until  the  end  with 
the  experiment. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

The  time  for  Renée’s  wedding  drew  near. 

We  were  seated  together  in  the  dining-room 
one  evening  after  the  table  had  been  cleared. 
Augusta  was  reclining  on  a lounge  near  the  open 
window.  Suddenly  she  broke  in  upon  the  si- 
lence. 

“ Do  you  know  I hâve  half  a mind  not  to  go 
to  the  wedding.  I am  contented  here  and  I 
don’t  care  to  go.  I know  what  you  are  going  to 
say  : my  uncle.  Renée,  society  and  ail  that  sort 
of  thing — but  I don’t  care — I am  not  going  ! 
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And  whj  not,  my  dearest  ? ” 

‘‘  You  will  laugh  at  me  if  I tell  you ” 

‘‘No,  I will  not.  Now,  what  is  the  reason  ? ” 

“ Well,  then,  I would  be  ashamed  to  sliowmy 
hands  ! ’’  And  slie  lield  them  up  for  my  inspec- 
tion. 

“ Ah  ! I love  to  see  them  thus,  browned  by 
the  Sun  1 ” 1 exclaimed,  raising  them  fondly  to 
my  lips. 

“ Ah  ! ” she  sighed,  “what  would  one  not  do 
for  such  a kiss  ? ” 

And  she  rose  from  her  seat  without  saying 
another  word  and  ran  ont  of  the  room. 

My  mother  rose  as  if  to  follow  her,  but  she 
evidently  changed  her  mind.  Inwardly,  I re- 
solved  that  Augusta  should  never  soil  the  tips 
of  her  fingers  after  we  were  married. 

“ I don’t  want  to  worry  you  needlessly, 
Franz,”  my  mother  began,  “but  I mistrust  Au- 
gusta.” 

“ Surely  there  bas  been  nothing  in  her  con- 
duct  since  she  has  been  at  the  farm  to  justify 
this  assertion.” 

“ She  loves  you,  I admit,  but  it  is  with  the 
heat  of  passion  ! And,  unfortunately,  this  sort 
of  love  is  very  short-lived.” 

“ But  she  has  consented  to  be  my  wife.” 

“ This  match  is  not  so  disproportionate  as  it 
appears.  Augusta  was  ambitious.  She  has  re- 
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fused  a number  of  suitors.  Who  can  tell  but 
that  the  fear  of  ne  ver  meeting  with  the  fancy  of 
her  dreams  may  not  bave  had  sometbing  to  do 
witb  ber  détermination  to  give  berself  to  a ple- 
beiau,  wbo,  after  ail,  is  ricber  by  far  tban  many 
of  ber  own  class  ? I am  not  positive  of  tbis,  but 
I fear  it,  nevertbeless/’ 

“ Tell  me  bonestly,  do  you  really  believe 
tbis? 

Sbe  did  not  answer  me.  I bad  great  confi- 
dence in  my  motber’s  knowledge  of  worldly  af- 
fairs. 

‘‘Tbanks!  You  bave  done  wisely  to  warn 
me.  Possibly  I may  find  tbe  strengtb  to  bear 
misfortuhe  wben  it  cornes.  Otberwise,  I fear, 
tbe  sbock  would  bave  killed  me.’’ 

My  motber  uttered  a cry  of  borror. 

^ :f: 

Renée’s  marriage  was  to  me  like  one  of  tbose 
religious  solemnities  which  momentarily  trans- 
form  man  into  a spiritual  being.  Everytbing 
around  him  disappears,  wben  by  eitber  a freak 
of  the  imagination,  or  the  yearnings  of  tbe  soûl 
for  a better  world,  he  finds  bimself  in  a super- 
natural  condition. 

The  outside  world  disappeared  entirely  from 
view.  Maksinski  and  Renée  alone  were  visible, 
kneeling  on  the  steps  of  tbe  altar.  I beard 
celestial  voices.  The  smoke  of  tbe  incense 
8 


114 


Le  Bleuet 


formed  a dense  cloud  above  me  in  which  I be- 
held  the  loving  couple,  now  united,  on  their  way 
to  Paradise  ! 

* if.  ip.  ip  ip  ip  ip 

Ail  the  people  had  already  left  the  pews  and 
were  on  their  way  to  the  vestry,  while  I alone 
was  still  kneeling.  I was  so  pre-occupied  that  I 
failed  to  notice  their  departure. 

I say,  aren’t  you  coming  ? asked  Maksinski  ; 
‘‘  we  hâve  been  looking  for  you  ail  over.’^ 

Katchkoff  and  I were  the  witnesses. 

After  the  ceremony,  the  intimate  friends  of 
the  family  assembled  at  the  résidence  of  the 
bride’s  father.  Then  the  young  people  started 
on  their  honeymoon  ; Poland,  where  the  Mar- 
quis Maksinski  awaited  their  coming,  was  their 
destination.  It  was  decided,  however,  that  the 
Comte  and  the  Comtesse  should  take  up  their 
home  with  M.  de  B , on  their  return. 

Renée’s  departure  did  not  worry  me  in  the 
least.  Curions  to  relate,  she  was  so  closely 
identified  with  my  existence  that  I imagined  lier 
to  be  constantly  before  me. 

The  Duc  wished  to  retain  his  niece  two  or 
three  days  in  the  city.  Augusta  did  not  object 
in  the  least.  On  the  contrary,  she  pretended 
that  it  was  necessary  for  lier  to  remain  in  order 
to  superintend  the  household  affairs,  now  that 
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there  was  no  longer  a woman  to  assume  the 
management  of  lier  uncle’s  hôtel. 

Instead  of  three  days,  we  remained  in  town 
two  weeks.  Katchkoff  called  at  the  house  every 
day.  Augusta  evidently  noticed  the  sentiments 
with  which  she  had  inspired  him.  S lie  was 
more  reserved  with  me  ; the  intimacy  which  had 
hitherto  existed  between  us  had  entirely  disap- 
peared  ; and  when  I reproached  her  she  simply 
answered  that  in  town  étiquette  required  that 
no  distinctions  should  be  made. 

And  yet  I could  not  blâme  Katchkoff.  Will- 
ing  to  forgivë  me  for  winning  Augusta,  if  she 
loved  me,  he  was  quite  willing  to  take  her  if  she 
would  permit  herself  to  be  tempted  by  other 
considérations.  He  did  not  hope  to  win  her 
love,  he  only  calculatedto  purchase  an  ambitions 
woman.  But  I did  not  know  how  far  he  had 
succeeded.  He  concealed  his  hope  and  his  dis- 
appointment  so  well  that  I could  not  divine  his 
thoughts. 

I suffered  the  tortures  of  the  damned  ! 

I announced  my  departure  for  the  following 
morning.  Life  was  no  longer  supportable  with 
these  two  people  ! besides,  I hoped  that  this 
would  décidé  Augusta  to  follow  me. 

“ Go,’’  she  said,  ‘‘  I will  rejoin  you  in  eight 
days.” 

Eight  days  ! 
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I returned  tô  Blaue  Blumen. 

The  Comte  wrote  to  me  frequently. 

Poor  Maksinski  was  tormented  by  jealousy.  In 
one  of  his  letters  he  wrote  : 

Dear  friend  : In  ail  the  world  there  is  but 
one  person  in  whom  I can  confide  regarding 
Renée  ; and  I look  upon  you  as  her  brother. 
I am  jealous  of  everyone  but  you.  Pity 
me!  I am  jealous  when  any  one  dances  or 
speaks  with  her.  At  times  I feel  as  though  I 
could  kill  the  friends  who  call  on  us  and  steal 
her  words  and  glances  from  me.  My  father 
looks  upon  ail  this  as  downright  folly  and  is 
continually  reading  me  a lecture  on  the  subject. 
But  you,  my  friend,  understand  me,  do  you  not? 
At  ail  events,  you  will  not  turn  aside  when  I 
confide  my  sorrow  to  you.  Thanks  ! ” 

Maksinski,  who  should  hâve  been  happy,  suf- 
fered  also  ; so  much,  in  fact,  that  his  happiness 
was  incomplète.  When  man  does  not  meet 
with  misfortune,  he  looks  around  and  is  not  sat- 
isfied  until  he  fînds  it. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

At  the  end  of  the  week,  the  longest  week  I 
had  ever  known,  we  received  a visit.  Mme. 
Toquin,  powdered  and  rouged  and  dres^ed  in  her 
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Sunday  best,  arrived  in  her  village  cart,  driving 
a jaded  ont  nag. 

“ I wish  to  see  you,”  she  began  ; “ the  world 
is  so  stupid  that  it  bas  circulated  ail  sorts  of  re- 
ports concerning  M.  Franz.  In  fact,  we  our- 
selves  did  not  know  wliat  to  believe.  But  now 
that  is  ail  over,  I bave  corne  around  to  talk  the 
matter  over  with  you  and  bave  a laugh  over  ail  that 
nonsense.  Mlle.  Renée  bas  made  a rich  mar- 
riage,  and  it  was  your  son  wbo  brought  it  about. 
It  is  therefore  quite  plain  that  he  had  no  de- 
signs on  her.  As  for  the  other  one,  wbo  came 
here,  they  say  after  her  engagement  to  please 
her  future  busband,  it  seems  that  she  in  reality 
only  came  down  for  her  health,  since  she  bas 
gone  away  to  marry  a Russian  Prince.  It  was 
Franz  wbo  found  a husband  for  this  one  also. 
How  absurd  to  say  that  he  was  paying  his 
court  to  these  young  ladies  ! 

After  giving  vent  to  a hearty  laugh,  she  con- 
tinued  : 

“Oh ! you  are  very  clever.  You  know  how 
to  keep  your  mouth  shut,  but  then  you  must 
hâve  made  a pretty  good  thing  out  of  it,  and 
your  rich  friend  will  now  bring  you  out  in  so- 
ciety, I suppose.’’ 

“ I assure  you.  Madame,  I hâve  no  desire  to 
change  my  career,”  I answered  with  a laugh. 

“ So  much  the  better  ; I thought  we  were 
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going  to  lose  you  altogetlier.  But,  as  you  are  so 
sensible,  I am  going  to  make  you  a proposition. 
Our  farm  is  large  and  difficult  to  manage.  If 
you  will  return  to  Breithaus,  Toquin  is  willing 
to  share  tlie  profits  and  the  work  with  you.’^ 

‘‘  Many  thanks,”  I answered,  “ but  I do  not 
wisli  to  leave  Blaue  Blumen.’^ 

Listen  ! ’’  and  she  drew  me  to  one  side. 

To  tell  the  truth,  the  old  place  is  awfully  lone- 
some  since  you  went  away.  It  was  wrong  of 
you  to  leave  us  like  tbat!  ’’ 

And  she  patted  me  on  the  shoulder  with  her 
coarse  hand. 

“ You  were  angry  with  me  for  what  I said 
regarding  the  Duc’s  family,  and  I don’t  blâme 
you  ! 1 had  no  riglit  to  meddle  in  things  which 

did  not  concern  me,  and  we  hâve  had  no  luck 
ever  since  you  left  the  place.  But  then,  you 
see,  it  did  not  seem  so  improbable  that  they 
should  like  you  after  ail.  You  are  such  a hand- 
some  man  ! Now,  think  over  my  proposition — 
and  I will  call  again  for  your  answer.” 

Then  she  tore  out  of  the  room,  entered  her 
cart  and  drove  away. 

I could  not  understand  why  this  woman  had 
seen  fit  to  call  on  us,  and  I was  even  more  puz- 
zled  to  know  why  this  woman  desired  to  associ- 
ate  me  with  her  husband  in  the  management  of 
Breithaus. 
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‘‘  I arn  not  at  ail  sorry  tliat  you  left  tliose 
people,”  my  mother  remarked  after  Mme.  To- 
quin^s  departure.  These  afFectionate  women  are 
the  most  dangerous  of  God’s  créatures.  I am 
going  to  Write  to  her  at  once  to  say  that  you 
hâve  made  up  your  mind  irrevocably,  and  that 
you  do  not  care  to  hâve  anytliing  to  do  with  the 
Breiihaus  farm. 

Ah  ! So  the  farmer’s  wife  was  enamored  of 
me?  This  was  indeed  a révélation  to  me. 

Another  carriage  now  entered  the  gateway. 
Augusta  sprang  nimbly  to  the  ground,  and  run- 
ning  up  to  my  mother  she  threw  her  arm  s 
around  her  neck.  So  Augusta  was  true  to  her 
Word  after  ail  ! Who  would  hâve  believed  it  ? ” 

She  did  not  bother  her  head  in  the  least  about 
the  appearance  of  the  farm,  neither  did  she 
change  her  Street  costume  for  the  little  cotton 
gown  which  became  her  so  well.  She  said  that 
she  was  very  tired  and  she  did  not  move  off  the 
lounge  ail  the  evening.  She  h ad  very  little  to 
say  and  avoided  to  meet  my  eyes  as  much  as 
possible.  At  an  early  hour,  she  excused  herself 
and  retired  to  her  room. 

I felt  that  a storm  was  approaching.  So  did 
my  mother.  I could  not  make  up  my  mind  to 
go  to  bed,  but  took  a stroll  in  the  garden.  It 
was  nearly  twelve  o’clock  and  a light  was  still 
burning  in  Augusta’s  room.  The  window  was 
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open,  and  it  was  évident  tliat  she  had  not  retired. 
Oh,  for  the  wand  of  a magician  to  transform  me 
into  an  invisible  being  that  I could  hâve  entered 
that  room  unobserved  ! To  surprise  Augusta  in 
the  midst  of  lier  thoughts  would  hâve  been  to 
enlighten  myself  as  to  the  fate.  she  had  in  store 
for  me. 

A gigantic  oak,  planted  years  ago  by  my 
great-grandfather,  raised  itself  proudly  outside 
the  window  of  her  room.  Its  dry  leaves 
seemed  to  whisper  to  me  as  they  were  blown 
here  and  there  in  the  breeze  : ‘‘  We  can  see  what 
is  going  on  in  there  ; why  don’t  you  take  a 
peep  ! At  first  the  idea  displeased  me,  then 
it  struck  me  as  not  half  bad.  I tliought  of  at 
least  a score  of  different  ways  in  which  to  carry 
the  idea  into  execution.  Augusta  had  certainly 
not  retired,  so  no  one  could  hâve  accredited  me 
>¥1111  indélicate  motives.  My  conscience  was 
fighting  against  my  desire  wdien  I found  myself 
half  way  up  the  tree.  I climbed  with  the  agility 
of  a cat.  At  one  moment,  I wanted  to  descend 
but  I could  control  myself  no  longer. 

I concealed  myself  in  tlie  thickest  part  of  the 
foliage.  The  night  was  dark  ; I was  not  likely 
to  be  seen. 

Her  window  was  on  an  exact  level  with  that 
part  of  the  tree  in  which  I was  concealed.  I 
felt  rather  ashamed  of  my  weakness,  and  yet, 
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but  for  the  step  I took  that  night,  tlie  secrets  of 
Augusta’s  heart  would  never  bave  been  revealed 
to  me. 

What  I witnessed  from  my  hiding  place  may 
be  more  easily  understood  by  women  than  by 
men.  1 do  not  know  ! I will  relate  everything 
faithfully  and  just  as  it  occured,  without  pre- 
tending  to  explain  or  comment  upon  anything 
outside  of  that  vvhich  interested  me  personally. 

Augusta,  no  doubt  fearing  the  night  air,  had 
thrown  a loose  silk  wrap  carelessly  around  her 
shoulders,  leaving  only  the  lower  portion  of  her 
arm  s exposed. 

She  was  standing  near  the  window  and  was 
looking  tenderly  at  a portrait  which  she  held  in 
her  hand.  From  time  to  time  she  would  raise  the 
bit  of  pasteboard  to  her  lips,  while  she  spoke  to 
it  in  a low,  purring  voice.  She  gazed  on  the 
portrait  tenderly  ; I was  tempted  to  cryout: 
“ I am  here  ! why  was  te  your  time  on  that  ! ’’ 
Then  I suddenly  remembered  that  there  were 
other  people  in  the  world  besides  myself  ; it 
might  not  hâve  been  my  picture  after  ail  ! But 
by  a movement  of  the  lips  I knew  that  she  was 
pronouncing  my  name.  Thank  Heaven!  It 
was  my  picture  on  which  her  eyes  gazed. 

Oh,  ye  little  God  of  Love,  how  you  make  us 
poor  mortals  suffer  here  below  ! But  there  are 
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moments  in  our  lives  when  we  are  repaid  a hun- 
dredfold  for  what  you  hâve  made  us  endure. 

Finally,  Augusta,  with  a quick  movement, 
placed  the  picture  in  her  bosom. 

Oh,  why  did  I not  go  away  then  while  there 
was  still  time  ? 

After  pacing  up  and  down  lhe  floor  for  a 
short  time,  she  seated  herself  before  the  table  on 
which  was  placed  a lighted  lamp.  At  first  she 
looked  at  her  hands  with  a sort  of  complacence, 
then  rather  more  attentively  and  finally  she 
held  them  up  to  the  light  to  assure  herself  that 
they  had  resumed  their  original  color.  One 
really  would  hâve  supposed  that  a matter  of  the 
greatest  importance  was  at  stake,  judging  from 
the  careful  manner  in  which  she  went  about  it. 

Then  she  opened  a little  casket  which  con- 
tained  a glittering  mass  of  jewels  : there  were 
rings,  necklaces,  and  ear  drops — probably  heir- 
looms  left  to  her  by  her  mother.  She  had  fre- 
quently  referred  to  the  contents  of  the  casket 
and  on  one  occasion  she  told  me  that  she  valued 
the  trinkets  most  highly. 

Taking  a hand  glass  from  her  valise  she 
opened  it  and  laid  it  on  the  table.  Then  she 
placed  herself  before  the  tiny  mirror  and  decked 
herself  out  with  the  jewels,  smiling  to  herself 
ail  the  while.  From  time  to  time  she  would 
pass  lier  fingers  over  her  eye-brows  and  long 
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lashes,  or  across  lier  lips  as  if  to  straighten  some 
linéament  whicli  marred  the  symmetry  of  her 
beautiful  face.  The  next  moment  she  let  down 
her  hair,  which  fell  about  her  like  a shroud  of 
gold.  She  twined  it  around  her  fingers  and 
caressed  it  fondly. 

I was  an  unwilling  spectator  of  tins  self-wor- 
ship — of  this  exhibition  of  woman’s  weakness. 

Augusta  fairly  covered  her  hands  with  rings  ; 
but  she  was  admiring  her  fingers  and  not  the 
jewels  ; she  placed  superb  bracelets  on  her 
arms,  but  her  shapely  limbs  alone  attracted  her 
attention.  She  was  certainly  beautiful  as  she 
stood  there  before  me — and  yet  I had  never 
looked  upon  her  so  coldly  before.  Is  woman’s 
beauty  intended  solely  for  man,  or  are  we  so 
jealous  of  our  right  to  admire  it  that  we  will 
not  pardon  her  when  she  encroaches  on  our 
privilège  ? In  her  ecstasy,  Augusta  was  répul- 
sive to  behold.  There  was  not  a touch  of  inno- 
cence in  any  of  her  actions. 

After  contemplating  herself  for  a long  time 
in  the  mirror,  she  suddenly  drew  out  the  portrait, 
and  considered  it  for  a moment  rather  indiffer- 
ently,  while  she  repeated  in  a low  voice  but  still 
loud  enough  for  me  to  hear  : 

“ I adore  him  ! — But  consent  to  bury  myself 
here — I cannot,  I will  not  do  it  ! ” 
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She  rumpled  the  picture  in  her  anger,  and 
casting  it  aside  on  the  floor,  she  added  : 

What  a pity  it  is  that  some  men  can’t  be 
bought  as  easily  as  a jewel  ! ” 

It  seemed  to  me  as  if  a huge  boulder  had 
dropped  from  Heaven,  crushing  me  in  its  fright- 
ful  descent. 

I left  my  place  of  concealment.  When  I 
reached  the  ground,  my  limbs  would  no  longer 
support  me. 

There  are  times  when  we  can’t  retain  our 
grief.  And  yet  I did  not  call  out  for  assistance. 
Renée  was  not  there  for  me  to  confide  in,  and  I 
feared  to  worry  my  mother.  So  I swallowed 
my  sorrow  and  dragged  myself  to  the  house. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

The  following  morning,  Augusta’s  maid  rapped 
at  my  door  and  informed  me  that  her  mistress 
desired  to  see  me  in  her  room. 

In  her  room  ! I couldn’t  realize  it. 

Nevertheless,  I obeyed.  Outside,'  I hesita- 
ted  ; I did  not  hâve  the  courage  to  cross  the 
threshold. 

“ Corne  in  ! ” she  said  in  answer  to  my  knock. 

You  hâve  nothing  to  fear.  When  you  leave 
this  room,  I will  either  be  your  fiancée  or  I shall 
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hâve  lost  forever  the  right  toloveyou.  Pray  be 
seated,  I will  not  detain  you  very  long.  I hâve 
sent  for  you  in  order  that  we  may  arrive  at  a final 
understanding ’’ 

I can  guess  what  you  are  going  to  say  : ‘ I 
am  willing  to  marry  you,  but  I bave  decided  not 
to  share  your  présent  existence.’  Am  I right  ? ” 
“ Certainly  ! I cannot  accept  your  conditions. 
Will  you  renounce  them  ? ” 

“ Never  ! My  decision  is  final  ! ” 

The  words  of  the  previous  night,  ‘‘  Some  men 
are  not  to  be  bought  as  easily  as  a jewel,”  still 
rang  in  my  ears. 

“ Your  love,  my  dear  Franz,  is  positively 
arbitrary.  You  meet  a girl  of  noble  birth  ; 
she  falls  in  love  with  you.  But  that  is  not 
enough  in  your  estimation.  You  insist  on  her 
giving  up  her  rank  and  position  in  society  in 
order  to  please  you,  tlius  reducing  her  to  your 
own  level.  And  since  tins  is  an  impossibility 
you  no  longer  believe  in  her  love  ! ” 

“ Pardon  me  ; I still  believe  in  your  affec- 
tion.” 

Then,  you  think  I am  proud  ? You  are  mis- 
taken  ; but  I was  brought  up  in  the  midst  of 
luxury  and  I cannot  dispense  with  it  now.  To 
you  the  charm  of  dwelling  in  a cottage  is  very 
natural  since  you  hâve  never  known  any  other 
existence.  That  sort  of  life  would  content  me 
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perhaps  one  day.  Your  cold  rooms  give  me 
the  horrors  ; my  hunger  is  never  appeased  at 
your  table  ; your  atrocious  costumes  make  me 
look  like  a guy — wliy,  I would  die  either  of 
ennui  or  of  a broken  heart  in  less  than  a 
year.” 

But,”  I protested,  “ wliat  if  I should  say  : 
Let  us  purchase  a little  chateau  that  I know  of  in 
a lovely  part  of  the  country  ; we  will  live  there 
alone  ; you  will  hâve  magnificent  dresses  ; you 
will  sleep  on  the  softest  swan’s  down,  but  you 
will  never  see  any  one  but  me  and  your  atten- 
dants ; would  you  accept?  No.  You  see,  my 
dear,  you  don’t  even  know  your  own  mind.  It 
is  neither  pride  or  the  love  of  luxury  that 
estranges  you  from  me.” 

‘‘ What  is  it  then?”  she  asked,  recoiling  in- 
voluntarily. 

“ Self-worship  ! What  does  a woman’s  beauty 
or  ugliness  amount  to  anyway  ? It  might  just  as 
well  be  wasted  on  the  desert  air  unless  she  has  a 
host  of  admirers  constantly  about  her.  You 
thirst  for  the  love  of  the  man  you  idolize,  and 
yet  you  cannot  dispense  with  the  admiration  of 
society.  In  a word,  you  love  me  more  than 
your  nobility,  but  less  than  your  beauty.” 

Augusta’s  eyes  were  fixed  upon  me  with  an 
expression  of  fear. 

‘‘  What  you  assert  is ” 
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The  trutli  ! I interrupted. 

She  lowered  her  eyes. 

When  your  uncle  remarked,  by  way  of  a 
joke,  that  you  would  never  make  a model  farmer’s 
wife,  you  set  about  to  prove  the  contrary.  You 
simply  did  so  to  at tract  attention.  This  passion 
once  gratified,  you  had  enough  of  the  farce.’’ 

“ I struggled  against  this  feeling,  however. 
You  know  1 did  not  want  to  go  to  Renée’s 
wedding.” 

‘‘And  simply  because  your  hands  were  sun- 
burned.  And  the  proof  is  that  you  never  once 
removed  your  gloves.” 

It  seemed  as  if  I was  losing  my  very  life 
blood.  Every  hard  word  I uttered  entered  my 
heart  like  the  keen  edge  of  a knife. 

“ Well  then,  be  it  so!”  she  sighed.  “I  ad- 
mit that  I am  as  you  depict  me.  I confess 
even  that  you  are  right  ! But  I do  love  you, 
Franz!  Pardon  me  if  I hâve  done  wrong; 
women  are  nothing  more  or  less  than  overgrown 
children,  and  yet,  you  men  would  hâve  us  ail 
perfect.  Take  me  as  I am  ; it  does  not  dépend 
upon  me  alone  to  change  my  ways.  Besides,  I 
might  be  a good  deal  worse.  In  order  to  win 
you,  I might  promise  to  do  what  I know  would 
be  an  impossibility  for  me  to  accomplish  and  thus 
deceive  you.  I can  no  more  than  give  myself 
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to  you  for'better  or  for  worse — and  you  repulse 
me,  you  despise  me  ! ’’ 

No,  I only  pity  you.” 

This  Word  wounded  her# 

‘‘Pity!  Wliy  not  disgust?  Is  your  heart 
fashioned  after  a pair  of  scales  tliat  you  can  thus 
weigh  the  good  and  tlie  bad  quali ties  of  my 
character  ? Ah,  you  are  indeed  ungrateful  ! 
Corne  now,  you  exasperate  me  ; if  I were  a man 
I would  tear  you  to  pièces  ! ” 

And  slie  dug  her  nails  into  my  arm. 

“ Bravo  ! ” I exclaimed,  “ I like  you  better 
thus.  Your  anger  distresses  me  less  than  your 
humility.  Ah,  you  women  are  ail  alike  ! When 
you  consent  to  marry  a man  you  suppose  you  are 
according  him  the  greatest  boon  on  earth  ! 
Kindly  tell  me,  madame,  what  you  propose  to 
give  the  man  you  wed  ? The  right  to  unbutton 
your  shoes  and  the  honor  to  be  the  father  of 
your  children  ; these  are  the  only  privilèges  this 
man  will  hâve,  which  you  will  not  accord  to 
strangers. 

“And  do  you  know  what  I — the  peasant,  the 
boor,  as  you  call  me,  think  of  marriage?  Well 
then,  I look  upon  marriage  as  the  cloister  of 
love!  The  bride  exists  only  for  the  oneshehas 
given  herself  to  at  the  altar.  No  more  coy 
glances  and  little  artifices  are  necessary  now. 
The  next  time  you  fall  in  love  I advise  you  to 
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examine  the  coat  worn  by  jour  lover  and  make 
sure  whether  it  is  broadcloth  or  homespun.  In 
jour  set,  the  husbands  never  give  themselves 
entirely  to  their  wives,  and  therefore  forfeit  the 
right  to  expect  any  more  from  them  in  return. 
But  we  pensants  give  ourselves  entirely  to  our 
wives,  and  that  is  the  reason  why  we  want  to 
know  what  our  fîancée’s  hearts  are  like  before 
we  give  them  our  names.  In  a word,  we  do  not 
seek  for  wives  who  are  such  only  in  name,  but  for 
pleasant,  loving  companions  for  ourselves  and 
honest,  noble  mothers  for  our  children. 

“ Now,  how  do  you  think  you  would  look, 
leaning  over  a cradle  night  after  night  ? Why, 
you  would  soon  lose  your  beauty.  You  want 
the  kind  of  babies  that  are  welcome  when 
they  laugh,  and  unsupportable  when  they  cry,  a 
liusband  who  will  worship  you  during  the  inter- 
vals  between  a concert  and  a bail  ; your  émo- 
tions will  be  affected — in  fact,  you  will  only  find 
happiness  in  society  ! Remain  tliere,  if  you 
please,  and  leave  me  in  my  obscurity.^ 

Augusta’s  anger  had  now  visibly  diminished. 

‘‘  So  you  think  I only  care  for  my  beauty  ! 
she  exclaimed,  seizing  a pair  of  scissor  and  pre- 
paring  to  eut  ofF  her  hair. 

“ Oh,  that  is  quite  unnecessary,”  I said  as  I 
took  the  scissors  away  from  her.  “Forgood- 
ness  sake,  don’t  eut  off  your  hair,  you  would 
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think  of  me  until  it  had  grown  long  again,  and  it 
is  very  important,  believe  me,  that  you  sliould 
forget  me  ! 

‘‘  Corne,  let  us  go  and  get  married  ; if  I dis- 
please  you  afterwards,  you  can  kill  me  ! I am 
ready.  Are  you  willing?  Will  you  not  corne?’’ 

‘‘  No,  my  poor  child  ! ” 

She  fell  on  her  knees  besides  me,  and  took 
both  of  my  hands  in  bers. 

‘‘  But  you  will  never  love  anotlier  woman, 
Franz  ; wdll  you,  dear?  ” 

You  had  better  get  up.” 

“ Noî  1 do  not  wish  to  leave  the  impression 
behind  me  that  I am  proud.  Oh,  tell  me  Franz 
that  you  will  never  love  another  woman  ! ” 

“ You  are  selfish  ! You  w^ould  not  even  hâve 
me  console  myself  with  another.” 

‘‘You  are  rightl*  But  then,  I love  you  so! 
Promise  me  that  you  will  not  even  think  of 
another.” 

“ Oh,  what  a silly  request  ! ” 

I raised  her  head,  and,  looking  her  in  the  face 
for  the  last  time,  answered  : 

“ There  are  no  longer  any  women  in  the  world 
for  me  but  my  mother,  a saint,  and  Renée,  an 
angel.  I dreamed  of  love,  I awaken  to  find  my- 
self an  old  man  ! ” • 

Her  eyes  sparkled  with  joy. 

“ To  love  each  other  thus,  only  to  separate  ! ” 
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she  said  as  she  rose  to  her  feet.  “ The  mad  man  ! 
you  give  him  the  stars  and  he  wants  the  moon  ! 

She  kissed  her  hand  to  me  and  wished  to  re- 
tain me,  but  it  was  too  late. 

I met  my  mother  down-stairs. 

“ It’s  ail  over,’'  I said,  “my  Augusta  is  dead 
— my  Augusta  lias  never  existed  ! ” 


CHAPTER  XXL 

M.  DE  B , always  so  discreet  andthought- 

ful,  did  not  send  me  an  invitation  to  his  niece’s 
wedding.  Six  weeks  later  I received  the  follow- 
ing  letter  from  KatchkofF  : 

“ My  dear  Franz:  I am  married,  We  take 
our  departure  for  St.  Petersburg  in  a few  days. 
I suppose  you  are  acquainted  with  our  détermi- 
nation to  make  this  our  future  home.  Before 
starting,  it  is  indispensable  that  I should  see 
you.  You  are  one  of  the  noblest  créatures  that 
I hâve  ever  met  and  I require  your  aid.  Al- 
though,  it  is  true,  I hâve  no  great  claim  upon 
your  gratitude,  still  I hâve  rendered  you  quite  a 
service — I prevented  you  from  marrying  a 
woman  who  did  not  suit  you  in  the  least.  It  is 
novv  your  turn  to  assist  me.  I shall  expect  you 
to  tea  to-morrow  evening  at  eight  o^clock. 

“ Katchkoff.” 


182 


Le  Bleuet, 


I could  not  imagine  what  service  Katclikoff 
could  expect  of  me  ; nevertheless,  there  was  no 
time  for  hésitation,  so,  in  spite  of  my  painful 
condition,  I started  at  once. 

Katchkoff  took  advantage  of  his  numerous 
titles  to  make  a big  splurge.  An  usher  was 
stationed  at  the  foot  of  the  grand  staircase, 
wliose  duty  it  was  to  reçoive  ail  callers,  and  an 
open  register  on  the  table  invited  visitors  to  in- 
scribe their  names.  AU  this  struck  me  as  hav- 
ing  been  doue  to  make  an  impression  on 
Aiigusta,  whose  weakness  for  such  things  was 
well  known  to  Katchkoff. 

Upon  hearing  my  name,  the  usher  invited  me 
up-stairs.  A valet  then  introduced  me  in  a 
species  of  boudoir  which  I only  reached  after 
having  passed  through  several  spacious  salons. 

It  was  in  the  middle  of  Autumn,  the  night 
was  uncommonly  cold,  and  a little  fire  was 
crackling  in  the  fire-place.  Augusta  was  there 
— alone,  arrayed  in  gorgeons  raiment.  Enor- 
mous  brilliants  shone  in  her  ears,  and  she  was 
enshrouded  in  lace. 

She  was  no  longer  a young  girl  but  a woman, 
and  this  woman  wished  to  impress  the  idea  that 
she  represented  one  of  the  greatest  of  worldly 
temptations. 

Foolish  mortals  that  we  are  ! The  air  was 
impregnated  with  rare  perfumes.  I sliuddered 
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in  spite  of  myself.  Then  I closed  my  eyes  to 
shut  out  the  scene,  and — the  charm  was  gone  ! 

‘‘  What  ails  you  ? ’’  she  asked. 

Nothing  ! I would  like  to  see  M.  Katch- 
koff/’ 

“ He  will  join  us  in  a moment.” 

Then  she  motioned  me  to  be  seated  and,  after 
a moment  of  évident  embarrassment,  began  ; 

“My  husband  is  very  fond  of  you,”  she  said, 
as  she  avoided  to  meet  my  eyes.  “ He  bears 
you  an  affection  he  does  not  possess  for  any 
other  living  being.  Believe  me,  I am  not  try- 
ing  to  flatter  you  in  the  least,  but  M.  Katchkoff 
would  not  consider  that  his  happiness  was  com- 
plété unless  he  had  attempted  ail  possible  means 
to  hâve  you  constantly  about  him.  He  cannot 
accustom  himself  to  live  apart  from  you,  and  he 
proposes  to  make  your  fortune  on  condition  that 
you  consent  to  take  up  your  résidence  in  St. 
Petersburg.” 

I was  dumbfounded.  What  object  could 
Katchkoff  hâve  in  view  to  make  such  a proposi- 
tion, and  how  could  Augusta  hâve  the  aplomb 
to  broach  the  subject  to  me  ? Ail  these 
thoughts  were  written  in  the  glance  I gave 
lier. 

“ Do  not  imagine  for  a moment  that  the  idea 
of  asking  you  to  accompany  us  originated  with 
me,”  she  continued,  in  answer  to  my  mute 
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inquiry.  “ On  the  contrary,  I do  ail  I can  to 
avoid  mentioning  your  name,  but  M.  KatchkofF 
is  fore  ver  speaking  of  you.  Finally,  he  com- 
pelled  me — compelled  me,  do  you  understand? 
— to  express  his  intentions  to  you  before  he  saw 
you  in  person.  I observed  to  my  husband  that 
you  had  already  refused  equally  as  flattering 
ofFers  from  my  uncle,  and  that  you  would  never 
consent  to  change  either  your  country  or  career; 
nevertheless,  he  insisted  that  I should  make  you 
the  ofFer.  He  does  not  seem  to  realize  that  by 
charging  me  with  such  a commission  he  places 
me  in  a very  délicate  position.” 

‘‘  I can  believe  you,  madame,  and  I confess 
that  I do  not  understand  what  motives  your 
husband  can  hâve  in  wishing  me  to  be  con- 
stantly  with  him.” 

Neither  can  I ; but  his  friendship  for  you 

may  explain  everything ” 

And — if  I should  accept  your  husband’s 

ofFer  ? iF  I should  consent  to  Follow  him ” 

‘‘You  would  overwhelm  him  with  happi- 
ness.” 

“ But  would  your  position  not  be  ail  the  more 
painful  to  bear  ? ” 

She  hesitated. 

“And  if  I should  décidé  to  accept  his  offer, 
what  would  you  say  ? ” 

“ I ?” 
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‘‘  Yes.’’ 

She  gave  me  one  of  those  burning  glances 
she  knew  how  to  summon  to  her  com- 
mand  so  well,  and  leaning  towards  me,  she 
added  in  a whisper  : 

‘‘  I would  say — corne  ! ’’ 

A glistening  tear  fell  from  her  eyelids  and 
moistened  her  breast. 

This  movement,  this  regard  and  this  tear 
were  unintentional  on  her  part.  It  was  not 
prepared — it  was  éloquent  ! horrible  ! 

Au  gus  ta  thus  broke  the  only  tie  that  rnight 
hâve  United  us  : — my  esteem  for  her  was  gone. 

“You  can  tell  M.  Katchkoff,”  I answered 
coldly,  “ that  I will  always  bear  in  mind  his 
générons  forethought  for  my  welfare,  but  tliat, 
under  no  considération  would  I condescend  to 
accept  his  offer.’’ 

Augusta  turned  aside  and  wiped  her  eye. 

Ah,  you  are  indeed  avenged,”  she  sighed. 
“ I am  not  happy.” 

“You  are  mistaken,  I assure  you.  Let 
some  one  attempt  to  play  a rollicking  air  to  a 
starving  man  and  he  will  thrust  him  aside.  But 
when  this  man  will  hâve  eaten  sufficiently,  he 
will  call  back  the  musician. 

“ Now  that  you  are  overloaded  with  honors 
and  satiated  with  luxury,  you  would  summon 
the  poor  lover  to  your  side  and  hâve  him  sing 
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liis  ballads  and  idyls  over  again.  With  your 
feet  on  the  carpet  and  your  elbows  sunk  deep  in 
tlie  cusbions,  you  would  attempt  to  recall  the 
past  you  scorned  and  which  is  forever  lost  to 
you — but  it  is  impossible  ! 

‘‘You  must  be  very  happy,”  she  exclaimed, 
“ to  be  able  to  direct  the  impulses  of  your  heart 
at  will  ! ” 

“Oh,  it  is  not  very  difficult — I no  longer  love 
you  ! ” 

“ You  no  longer  love  me?  then  indeed  sorrow 
is  short-lived  in  man.” 

I pointed  to  a mirror  in  which  both  our  faces 
were  reflected.  My  pallor  contrasted  strangely 
with  her  rosy  color.  She  had  evidently  gained 
in  freshness  what  I had  lost  in  health. 

“ If  you  cannot  realize,”  I said,  “ that  my 
love  for  you  has  impaired  my  very  life  you  can 
see  at  least  with  your  own  eyes  that  I hâve  suf- 
fered  more  in  the  past  few  months  than  you  will 
ever  expérience  in  the  course  of  your  lifetime. 
When  I entered  this  room,  I loved  you  still  ; 
now,  I no  longer  care  for  you  ! If  you  doubt 
me,  place  your  hand  in  mine  and  judgefor  your- 
self ’’ 

She  approached  me  and  extended  her  trem- 
bling  hand.  I took  it  and  retained  it  several 
moments. 

Mystery  of  the  human  heart  ! She  was  but 
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an  ordinaiy  woman  after  ail.  No,  she  was  riot 
even  that — not  a sliadow  of  the  past,  not  a sin- 
gle souvenir — she  was  a mere  portrait,  a figure 
of  wax  ! 

“ ’ Tis  true  1 ” she  exclaimed,  suddenly  witli- 
drawing  her  hand.  You  no  longer  love  me  ! ’’ 
My  wounded  heart  is  cured.  As  to  the 
physical  change  in  my  condition,  the  doctor  will 
hâve  to  take  care  of  that.’’ 

I was  crushed  with  despair. 

Katchkoff  now  appeared.- 

‘‘  Let  dinner  be  served”  he  said  to  the  servant 
who  followed  him.  And,  approaching  me,  he 
held  out  his  hand.  ‘‘You  refuse?”  said  he, 
“ well,  I thought  as  much.  But  at  least  you 
shall  not  escape  us  this  evening.” 

As  I should  hâve  sulfered  neither  more  nor 
less  if  away  from  Augusta,  I remained  and 
offered  her  my  arm.  She  placed  her  arm  in 
mine  with  an  angry  movement. 

“ We  will  be  served  by  Russians  who  do  not 
understand  a word  of  French,”  said  her  husband. 
“ This  is  very  agreeable  when  one  desires  to  dis- 
cuss  one’s.private  affairs.  Let  us  hope  that  you 
do  not  already  regret  having  corne  here  to-night. 
We  parted  from  each  other  altogether  too  soon, 
and  I experienced  the  necessity  of  meeting  you 
again.  It  is  essential  that  we  should  understand 
each  other  thoroughly,  especially  as  we  are 
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going  to  separate.  So,  my  friend,  you  do  not 
wisli  to  corne  to  Russia?  You  prefer  to  remain 

here  and  marry 

I do  not  in  tend  to  marry/’ 

‘‘You  are  perhaps  riglit  ! A woman  is  so 
hard  to  find  when  one  has  seen  but  twenty  years. 
At  my  âge,  it  is  different,  for  one  has  usually 
acquired  a higher  position  in  society  than  at 
your  years,  and  women,  when  it  cornes  to  a 
question  of  matrimony  look  to  the  position 
rather  than  to  the  person.” 

Augusta  opened  her  mouth  to  contradict  this 
assertion. 

“ In  the  first  place,  I admit  that  some  women 
may  hâve  a touch  of  love,”  continued  Katchkoff 
without  giving  her  time  to  interrupt  him,  “ but 
when  the  fatal  moment  approaches  they  begin 
to  reflect.  Those  whose  parents  are  severe,  im- 
molate  themselves  and  prétend  to  weep,  although 
only  too  happy  to  hâve  a pretext  to  conceal 
their  craving  for  wealth.  Those  who  hâve  in- 
dulgent parents  simply  enact  a little  comedy, 
the  dénouement  of  which  is  foreseen  in  ad- 
vance.” 

“ Really,  monsieur,”  said  Augusta  with  a 
malicious  smile.  “You  do  not  imagine  that 
there  are  young  girls  who  love ” 

“ Pardon  me  there  are  ; but  their  number  is  so 
small,  they  are  scarcely  worthy  of  attention.  They 
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accept  us  old  vétérans  more  readily  than  young 
men,  but  it  is  perhaps  because  we  are  lessexact- 
ing  than  the  young  folks.  We  do  not  ask  a 
woman  to  be  perfection.  We  crédit  lier  with 
having  ail  the  qualities  lier  parents  hâve  war- 
ranied  her  to  possess,  but  we  are  never  so  indis- 
creet  as  to  wish  to  assure  ourselves  of  the  truth 
of  their  assertions.  We  do  not  expect  any  love 
from  these  charming  persons,  although  they  fre- 
quently  imagine  they  are  compelled  to  tell  us 
that  they  adore  us.” 

Mme.  KatchkofTs  countenance  assumed  a pur- 
ple  tinge. 

“ As  for  you  young  men  who  give  your  hearts 
in  your  youth,  you  expect  as  much  in  return  ; 
and  women  with  these  qualities,  believe  me,  are 
extremely  difficult  to  find.  If  I had  married  at 
your  âge  I might  hâve  hunted  for  my  bride  for 
a long  time  before  arriving  at  a choice.” 

Then  you  would  not  hâve  married  me,  I 
suppose  ? ” 

‘‘No,  madame,  for  you  were  not  born  then,” 
gallantly  repli ed  Katchkoff. 

“ Suppose  we  change  the  subject,”  proposed 
Augusta,  irritated  at  the  rôle  she  was  forced  to 
play. 

“ Oh  no,  my  sweet  bne  ! ” said  Katchkoff,  “ I 
must  first  explain  the  details  of  the  proposition 
made  to  Franz,  and  of  which  you  should  be  the 
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fîrst  to  desire  an  explanation.  I therefore  con- 
tinue : If  at  my  âge  we  do  not  expect  eveiy- 
thiiig,  we  try  at  least  to  avoid — ridicule.  Some 
people  bother  their  heads  very  little  about  this, 
but  I am  not  that  kind  of  a man.” 

Then,  monsieur,  you  admit  that  you  are 
jealous  ? ” 

‘‘  Not  at  ail — I am  simply  prudent.  The 
axiom  that  bolts  and  bars  are  useless  is  accred- 
ited  to  a de  ver  woman.  No  matter  how  many 
prisoners  succeed  in  making  good  their  escape, 
there  are  still  a greater  number  who  do  not  get 
off  scott  free.” 

‘‘  Do  you  intend  to  imprison  me,  then  ? ’’ 

On  the  contrary,  it  is  necessary  that  you 
should  be  as  free  as  the  air.  I must  hâve  a wife 
présent  at  Court,  to  exhibit  to  the  world,  and  I 
know  of  a more  powerful  remedy  than  ail  the 
bolts  and  bars  in  the  uni  verse  to  keep  a woman 
in  her  proper  place.’’ 

And  what  is  this  remedy  ? ” 

“ TIi,e  knowledge  that  a married  woman 
wastes  her  time  sighing  in  solitude  is  a sufficient 
guarantee  that  no  honest  man  can  ever  console 
her.” 

He  uttered  these  words  in  an  icy  tone.  Mme. 
Katchkoff  was  about  to  rise  from  the  table,  but 
he  gave  her  a glance  that  nailed  her  to  her  chair. 
Never  before  had  Augusta  gone  through  such  a 
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trying  ordeal.  The  master  she  had  selected  for 
herself  ground  her  beneath  his  lieels,  she  had 
wished  to  live  for  the  world  ; very  well  then,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world  she  would  be  a queen — at 
home  she  would  be  a slave. 

“ Thanks,  Franz,”  said  Katchkoff  offering  me 
his  hand.  “ I had  sufRcient  confidence  in  you 
to  confide  my  honor  to  you  during  five  minutes. 
Both  my  wife  and  I will  be  indebted  to  you  for 
our  future  happiness.  Corne,  madame,  compose 
yourself,  I beg  of  you.  Only  be  what  you 
should  be  and  you  will  ne  ver  hâve  occasion  to 
compel  me  to  exercise  my  power.” 

Augusta  arose,  her  husband  kissed  her  hand, 
just  as  if  he  had  been  discussing  a pleasant  sub- 
ject.  Augusta  was  dumbfounded,  she  had  suf- 
fered  more  during  those  few  minutes  than  in  the 
entire  course  of  her  love. 

I took  my  leave. 

“ Thanks,  my  friend,  thanks  ! ” exclaimed 
Katchkoff,  as  he  showed  me  out.  Oh,  if  I 
were  only  a King,  I would  place  such  people  as 
you  on  a desert  island  and  when  they  should 
hâve  formed  a distinctive  race,  I would  draw  on 
them  from  time  to  time  to  purify  the  inhabitants 
of  the  earth  ! ” 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

The  day  following  that  on  which  the  Comte 
and  the  Comtesse  had  given  a fète-champêtre^ 
Franz  found  Renée  seated  on  the  balcony,  her 
eyes  still  red  with  traces  of  recent  tears.  The 
Comte,  after  shaking  his  friend  warmly  by  the 
hand,  seated  himself  in  an  arm-chair,  and,  for 
the  first  time  since  they  had  known  each  other, 
an  icy  silence  folio wed. 

“ No,  it  is  impossible  ! ’’  finally  exclaimed 
Maksinski.  ‘‘  To  conceal  a thought  which 
wrongs  you,  is  only  to  add  to  our  présent  bur- 
den.’» 

Then,  placing  himself  on  his  knees  before 
Renée,  lie  said  : 

Corne,  dearest,  do  not  let  us  destroy  our  hap- 
piness  ! On  the  contrary,  we  must  preserve  it. 
Dry  your  tears  ! And  see  to  it,  my  angel,  that 
they  are  the  first  and  the  last  you  will  ever 
shed.  Forgive  me,  dearest;  myjealousy  is  in- 
curable ; I hâve  fought  against  it  with  ail  my 
might  but  to  no  avail.  I am  jealous  of  the 
very  ground  you  tread  on,  of  the  perfumes  you 
use  and  the  flowers  you  wear  in  your  hair. 
But,  in  your  eyes,  my  darling,  this  should  not 
be  a crime  ! ’’ 

Then  the  Comte  drew  his  chair  up  close  to 
that  in  which  Franz  was  seated  and  begged  him 
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to  either  sell  or  rent  his  lands  so  that  he  could 
go  away  with  tliem.  Tlie  Comte  and  Renée 
longed  to  undertake  a distant  joiirney.  The 
life  tliey  fancied  was  no  longer  possible  where 
they  were.  What  h ad  happened  the  day  before 
would  re-occur  the  following  and  every  other 
day  in  future.  It  was  necessary  to  do  away 
with  ail  this.  The  three  friends  were  indepen- 
dent;  they  could  afford  to  travel  where  and 
when  they  pleased.  And  it  was  important  that 
they  went.  They  would  pitch  their  tent  in  some 
distant  clime,  and  when  it  grew  unpleasant  for 
them  there  they  would  move  on  still  further. 

What  had  happened?  Theworld  is  so  stupid 
and  so  heartless  ! It  cannot  comprehend  any- 
thing  that  is  grand  and  noble.  And  when  once 
the  World  cannot  understand  a sentiment,  it 
casts  a slur  upon  it. 

The  Comte  had  tried  to  conceal  what  was 
going  on  from  Tilmann,  but  secrecy  was  impos- 
sible between  them.  At  a bail,  the  night  before, 
someone  had  said  that  Franz  was  Renée’s  lover. 
It  was  infamous  ! Surely  they  could  not  kill 
the  ones  who  said  so — for  they  were  women. 
Besides,  a hundred  people  had  taken  up  the 
story  and  their  friends  could  not  afford  to 
bring  so  many  to  task.  Franz  thought  it  best 
to  separate.  He  claimed  that  this  was  the  only 
remedy,  but  Maksinski  would  not  listen  to  this 
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proposition.  Ile  could  iiot  content  liimself 
without  Franz,  tlie  author  of  his  happiness,  of 
liis  union. 

“Our  two  liearts  are  united  in  yours,”  lie 
said;  ‘‘ it  is  a double  marriage  and  since  we 
alone  can  enjoy  this  blessing,  wliy  sliould  we  re- 
nounce  it  to  satisfy  tlie  exacting  demaiids  of  an 
ignorant  public?  No!  Wliat  care  we  for 
society  ! I alone  bave  the  riglit  to  judge  what 
goes  on  between  my  wife  and  you.’’ 

At  this  moment  a servant  entered  and  in- 
formed  the  Comte  that  a woman  desired  to  see 
him  on  important  business.  Renée  and  Franz 
advised  the  Comte  to  grant  the  woman  the  in- 
terview she  demanded  ; accordingly  she  was 
introduced  in  his  library. 

“ Monsieur,”  began  the  woman  in  an  oily  tone 
as  she  glided  up  to  Maksinski,  “ I hâve  consi d- 
ered  this  step  seriously,  the  ol^ect  of  my  visit  is 
a grave  one  indeed.  My  husband  and  I don’t 
like  to  meddle  in  other  people’s  business,  but  it 
is  our  duty  to  render  our  neighbor  a service. 
You  don’t  know  me,  Monsieur,  but  I know  your 

wife,  formerly  Mademoiselle  de  B , quite 

welL  I am  Mme.  Toquin.  Last  summer,  the 

Duc  de  B occupied  one  of  the  houses  on 

our  farm  at  Breithaus.  This  is  wliy  I am  in  a 
position  to  know  more  than  the  world  ever 
could  hâve  suspected.” 
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Madame,’^  replied  Maksinsld  severely,  ‘‘I 
attach  no  importance  whatsoever  to  what  gossip 
the  inhabitants  of  a village  may  circulate  on  my 
accountd’ 

He  rose  from  his  chair  and  was  bowing  the 
woman  ont  when  she  interrupted  ‘‘  Indeed  ! 
One  would  suppose  you  were  afraid  to  hear 
what  I had  to  say  ! ” 

If  you  were  not  a woman  I would  hâve  had 
you  put  out  of  here  long  ago.’’ 

Monsieur  le  Comte,”  slie  said  without  the 
least  hésitation,  I expected  that  you  would 
give  me  just  such  a welcome.  You  men  never 
wish  to  know  anything  and  you  are  never  will- 
ing  to  believe  what  you  hear.  I am  in  a posi- 
tion to  prove  what  I State,  otherwise  I should 
not  hâve  ventured  here  ; and,  if  my  duty  as  a 
Christian  did  not  force  me  to  speak,  you  may 
rest  assured  that  I would  hâve  gone  away  long 
ago.  But  I hâve  consulted  the  priest  ; we  con- 
fided  everything  to  him — that  is,  my  witness,  a 
young  girl  whose  good  character  cannot  be 
doubted — told  him  ail  she  knew.  The  priest 
said  that  if  Monsieur  le  Comte  pledged  liis 
Word  not  to  make  any  scandai  and  that  if  he 
w^ould  forgive  the  guilty  parties  it  was  plainly 
our  duty  to  tell  him  the  truth  like  ail  good 
Christians  who  try  to  avert  harm.  When  the 
réputation  of  some  persons  is  attacked,  espe- 
10 
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cially  wlien  there  are  good  proofs  to  back  up  the 
assertion,  it  is  ail  very  well  to  assume  lordly 
airs,  but  honest  folks  wlio  know  the  truth  are 
willing  to  admit  it,  because  there  is  no  denying 
it  after  ail.’’ 

Maksinski  could  hardly  control  bis  temper 
and  yet,  in  spite  of  bis  dignity  a sudden  desire 
to  know  wbat  Mme.  Toquin  bad  to  say  took  pos- 
session of  bim. 

“And  wbose  réputation  is  tbus  attacked?”  be 
asked,  witb  a smile  of  disdain. 

“ Tbat  of  Mme.  la  Comtesse.” 

Maksinski  started  as  if  be  bad  been  sbot. 

“ Monsieur  need  not  be  at  ail  alarmed,  up  to 
tbe  présent  moment  there  is  only  tbe  priest,  bis 
servant,  my  busband,  my  cook  and  I wbo  know 
the  trutb.  I promise  you  it  will  go  no  further. 
l’il  tell  you  ail  about  it ” 

“ Madame,  leave  my  bouse  ! ” exclaimed  tbe 
Comte  in  a rage,  “ or  I will  no  longer  answer 
for  tbe  conséquences  ! ” 

“ Oh,  very  well,  just  as  you  please  ! ” 

She  rose,  made  a courtesy  and  went  out. 

The  Comte  was  dumbfounded.  The  blood 
fairly  rusbed  to  bis  temples. 

Wbat  was  to  be  done?  Should  be  despise 
this  woman  ? But  one  crusbes  vipers  and  does 
not  permit  them  to  escape.  For  a priest  to 
meddle  in  this,  there  was  certainly  sometbing 
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wrong.  The  Comte  wild  with  curiosity,  rushed 
ont  into  the  ante-chamber  where  he  found  Mme. 
Toquin  busily  engaged  in  encasing  lier  large 
feet  in  her  rubbers.  Another  woman  was  with 
her;  Maksinski  imagined  he  had  seen  her  be-^ 
fore. 

“ Where  hâve  I seen  you ?”  he  asked  without 
further  ceremony. 

“ Oh,  l’m  only  Catharine,”  answered  the 
girl.  I was  in  the  service  of  Mme.  Tilmann 
when  her  son  was  on  his  deathbed.  Oh,  you 
remember.  IVIonsieur  Franz  was  very  sick  ; 
his  mother  and  I nui*sed  him,  sometimes  you 
would  sit  up  with  him  too,  you  gave  me  a num- 
ber  of  beautiful  gold  pièces  and  I will  never 
forge t your  kindness.” 

“ That’s  my  witness  ! ” interrupted  Mme. 
Toquin. 

The  peasant's  honest  expression  decided 
Maksinski.  The  thought  of  listening  to  the 
other  woman  revolted  him,  but  this  young  girl 
certainly  would  not  take  pleasure  in  injuring 
any  one. 

He  asked  the  servant  into  his  library. 

‘‘No  comment  is  necessary,”  said  he,  “so  ex- 
plain  yourself.” 

The  girl,  thoroughly  friglitened,  toyed  with 
her  gloves. 

“ Speak  ! what  hâve  you  got  to  say  ? ” 
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“ But  Mme.  Toquin  told  you ” 

“ Nothing!  it  is  you  who  must  speak.  Now 
then,  wliat  do  you  know  ? ’’ 

Only  this.  I was  in  the  service  of  Mme. 
Tilmann  before  going  with  the  Toquin’s;  I 
used  to  take  care  of  M.  Franz  before  you  came. 
His  mother  used  to  tell  me  that  he  had  tlie 
deliriums,  no,  I mean  he  was  delirous.  ‘When 
a man  has  the  fever,’  she  said,  ‘ he  talks  too 
much  ; you  mustn’t  repeat  anything  you  hear 
him  say.’  Two  montbs  after  this  Mme.  Toquin 
offered  to  take  me  into  lier  employ.  She  gave 
me  big  wages  but  she  began  to  pump  me  with 
questions  about  M.  Franz  until  she  got  it  ail  out 
of  me.” 

AYell,  what  did  you  tell  lier  ? ” 

“I  only  told  her  what  M.  Franz  used  to  say 
in  his  sleep.” 

I know  what  that  was.  He  used  to  speak 
kindly  of  Renée.  They  love  each  other  as 
brother  and  sister?  You  see  that  I know  ail 
about  it.” 

‘‘Yes — he  even  used  to  say  how  much  he 
loved  you  ; he  called  you  his  boy.” 

‘‘You  see  ! And  did  he  ever  mention  the 
name  of  a certain  Augusta  ? ” ^ 

“ This  is  the  ^^ay  he  would  go  on  : ‘ She  is  a 
monster  ! I hâte  her  ! She  is  the  cause  of  ail 
my  trouble  ! ’ Oh,  he  used  to  say  lots  of  things 
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about  her  ; sometimes  he  would  cry  out  : ‘ My 
wife  ? Never  ! never  ! I only  love  Kenée,  she 
alone  is  worthy  of  my  love  ! ’ 

‘‘  Go  on,  continue  ! ” 

‘‘  Then  he  would  get  worse  and  cry  out  as  if 
his  heart  would  break  : ‘ No  ! — I will  not  be  lier 
lover  ! — What  a foolish  idea  ! — under  her  hus- 
band’s  very  eyes,  too, — a man  whom  I esteem 
and  who  loves  me  ! How  could  she  propose 
such  a thing  ! ’ ” 

‘‘Are  you  sure  he  said  tins  ? ” 

“ Why,  yes  ; he  used  to  repeat  it  over  and 
over  again,  so  I soon  learned  it  by  heart.” 

“ And  what  do  you  suppose  he  meant  when 
he  said  this ?” 

“ How  should  I know  ! I always  thought  he 
was  speaking  of  that  Augusta,  but  they  say  that 
he  has  never  seen  lier  since  her  marriage.  One 
day,  while  Mme.  Toquin  aad  I were  together, 
in  walks  her  husband.  ‘ Ah,  ha,’  said  he,  ‘l’ve 
got  it  at  last  ! Mlle.  Eenée  carried  on  a love 
affair  with  Franz,  and  no  mistake  ! If  I kept 
tliis  quiet  before  it  was  only  that  they  used  to 
own  the  place.  One  night,  I fell  asleep  in  my 
chair  ; I woke  up  at  one  o’clock  in  the  morn- 
ing  ; as  I was  climbing  up-stairs  on  my  way  to 
bed,  I heard  voices  in  Franz’s  room.  Two  per- 
sons  were  speaking — he  and  another  with  a 
softer  voice.  I asked  myself  how  in  the  name 
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of  the  horned  pig  could  any  one  hâve  got  into 
his  room  without  being  seen.  The  next  morn- 
ing  I went  down  in  the  garden  to  trail  some 
bushes,  when  lo  and  behold  ! I saw  the  foot- 
prints  of  four  shoes  directly  beneath  Franz’s 
window.  There  were  two  big  feet  and  two 
smaller  ones  ! 

“ ‘ I followed  the  big  ones  and  found  that 
they  led  directly  up  to  Mlle.  Renée’s  window. 
Here  the  little  foot-prints  disappeared  altogether, 
while  the  big  ones  were  more  firmly  imbedded 
in  the  ground.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that 
Franz  had  assisted  her  to  climb  in  at  the  win- 
dow for  there  were  marks  of  violence  about  the 
bushes.’  ” 

Maksinski’s  eyes  had  sunk  in  their  sockets  ; 
he  bit  his  lips  until  the  blood  fairly  flowed. 
And  Catherine  continued  in  a monotonous 
voice  : 

“ ‘ When  I saw  that,’  M.  Toquin  said,  ‘ I cov- 
ered  up  the  foot-prints  with  fresh  dirt  to  hide 
the  traces.  I reasoned  that  if  this  story  was  to 
leak  out  it  would  hurt  the  young  lady  so  I kept 
quiet.  But  now  that  she  is  married  and  is  a Com- 
tesse, Franz  and  she  hâve  not  lost  by  my  silence  ; 
on  the  contrary  : they  are  happier  than  ever  be- 
cause  married  women  always  hâve  more  freedom 
than  single  girls  ! ’ ” 

‘‘  You  are  an  honest  girl  ! ” exclaimed  Mak- 
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sinski,  wlio  was  no  longer  master  of  liimself. 

Answer  me  frankly,  do  y ou  believe  this  to  be 
the  truth?’’ 

‘‘  The  priest  believes  it,  so  it  must  be  so.*^ 

“ But,  do  you  think  so  yourself 
No.” 

« Why?” 

“ I don’t  know.  Mme.  la  Comtesse  has  such 
a noble  and  honest  appearance,  and  then  you  are 
so  handsome.  Why  wotdd  slie  love  M.  Franz 
in  preference  to  you  ? Tliere’s  ail  the  différence 
in  the  world,  too,  between  a husband  or  a lover 
and  a friend  ; they  are  as  different  as  a petticoat 
is  from  an  apron.” 

And  yet,  you  would  not  go  in  the  room  of 
the  man  who  had  saved  your  life  ? ” 

‘‘  No.  If  lie  asked  me  to  do  such  a thing  be- 
fore  saving  my  life  I might  be  willing  enough  to 
do  so  ; but,  afterwards,  never  ! ” 

“ Oh,  I am  indeed  unfortunate  ! ” cried  out 
the  Comte;  I hâve  questioned  this  girl  to  no 
purpose.  It  will  be  always  thus — neither  the 
poor  nor  the  rich  can  ever  understand  this  sen- 
timent.— Leave  me  ! ” 

The  peasant  made  a movement  as  if  to  go, 
but  he  retained  lier. 

‘‘  One  moment,  please.  Hâve  you  any  idea 
as  to  the  date  of  M.  Toquin’s  discovery  ? ” 
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‘‘  He  said  it  was  on  the  day  he  sold  his  calves. 
The  date  must  be  in  his  books/’ 

Obtain  the  date  for  me/’  said  the  Comte  as 
he  gave  lier  his  purse,  “but  see  to  it  that 
you  never  corne  here  again  ! Hold  your  tongue, 
if  you  can,  and  ask  your  mistress  and  the  priest 
to  do  likewise.” 

Maksinski  had  not  only  listened  to  ail  this, 
but  he  believed  it.  He  rushed  up  to  a panoply 
of  arms  and  seized  a pistol  wliich  he  loaded. 
Franz  appeared  in  the  doorway.  The  Comte 
leaned  against  the  table  for  support  and  gave 
him  a searching  look. 

“ So,  it  is  you  ! ” cried  out  Maksinski,  “pré- 
paré to  die  ! ” 

But  the  thouglit  that  he  owed  everything  he 
possessed  in  the  world  to  Franz  stayed  his  hand. 

“ Good-bye  ! farewell  for  ever  ! I never  want 
to  see  your  face  again!  Now  go!  You  may 
think  me  mad  if  you  vvill  or  unjust,  but  1 forbid 
you  to  ever  set  your  foot  in  my  house  again  or 
even  to  write  me  ! I forbid  it — do  you  hear  ! ” 

Franz  looked  upon  him  with  horror. 

“ They  told  me  that  your  love  for  Renée  was 
criminal  and  that  you  were  both  deceiving  me  ! 
And  they  hâve  proved  it  ail.  It  seems  impossible  ! 
It  is  horrible  ! Revolting  ! And  y et,  1 belle  ve 
it!  You  will  say  that  I hâve  allowed  my  jeal- 
ousy  to  get  the  best  of  mj  reason  ; whether  this 
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is  so  or  not,  I cannot  say.  My  heart  is  ready 
to  break  with  the  cruel  doubt,  1 bave  strived  to 
fight  against  it — and  still,  I believe  it  ail  ! 

As  the  two  men  stood  there,  face  to  face, 
Renée  entered  the  room  unobserved. 

The  Comte  continued  : 

“ They  daim  that  you  were  intimate  while  at 
Breithaus  ; Renée  was  heard  speaking  to  you — 
in  your  room,  at  night  ; and  your  foot-prints 
were  found  in  the  garden  beneath  her  window  ! 

Oh,  it  is  impossible,”  interrupted  the  Com- 
tesse; ‘‘no  one  would  hâve  dared  say  such  a 
thing!  Tell  him  that  it  is  false,  Franz  ! You, 
at  least,  will  know  how  to  defend  me  ! ” 

“ Defend  you!”  exclaimed  Franz,  proudly. 
“If  Maksinski  believes  this  monstrous  lie,  then 
ail  hope  is  lost.  Since  he  has  accused  us  of 
déception,  what  faith  will  he  hâve  in  our  protes- 
tation of  innocence  ? Besides,  if  we  hâve 
proofs  of  our  innocence  to-day,  we  may  not  be 
so  fortunate  to-morrow.  Without  my  assistance, 
Maksinski  would  never  hâve  married  you,  and 
yet  he  doubts  my  friendship  ! Society  does  not 
place  any  confidence  in  the  friendship  exisiting 
between  a man  and  a woman.  These  are  the 
very  words  your  father  used  when  we  first  told 
him  of  the  sentiment  we  felt  for  one  another. 
Do  you  remember?  Well,  your  father  was 
right.  We  hâve  counted  without  our  host.. 
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Society  now  insults  our  lioly  love.  Your  peace 
is  destroyed,  your  réputation  is  attacked  and 
your  fondest  hopes  are  shattered — and  ail  on 
my  account  î Selfish  wretch  that  I was,  want- 
ing  to  share  your  happiness  with  you — for- 
give  me  ! I will  never  again  seek  to  disturb  the 
tranquillity  of  your  existence  ! You  must  never 
see  me  again  ; you  must  cease  to  care  for  me  ! 
Think  of  me  from  time  to  time — that  is  ail  I 
ask.’’ 

And  he  lowered  his  head  ; his  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  ground,  while  the  hot  tears  coursed 
down  his  cheeks. 

‘‘  Ail  I hoped  for  was  a little  corner  in  your 
heart,  a kind  word  and  an  occasional  smile  of  en- 
couragement ! But  I expected  too  much  and 
now  I hâve  lost  ail  I had  in  the  world  ! The 
woman  I loved  broke  my  heart;  and  now 
my  dearest  friend  spurns  me,  as  one  would  a 
mad  dog,  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  society  ! 

Oh  how  badly  I feel  here,”  he  said,  placing 
his  hand  on  his  heart.  ‘‘  The  heart  is  the  main 
spring  of  life,  when  it  breaks  ail  is  over.  Fare- 
well  ! 

“ If  you  think  of  me  sometimes,  do  not  pic- 
ture  me  as  being  unhappy  and  in  tears.  Oh, 
no!  You  must  feel  that  I bear  you  no  ill  will 
and  that  I am  imploring  the  God  who  pardons 
in  your  behalf  I ” 
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When  the  poor  fellow  had  said  tliis  he  brushed 
away  his  tears  and  with  a desperate  effort, 
rushed  out  of  tlie  room. 

The  Comtesse  ran  up  to  the  window  and 
looked  out.  She  saw  her  friend  walking  away 
slowly.  He  did  not  once  turn  his  head  ; to  hâve 
done  so  would  hâve  weakened  his  resolution. 

I do  not  protest  against  this  act  of  injustice/’ 
said  Renée  to  her  husband  when  they  were 
alone  ; I only  pity  you  ! But  Franz  was  one 
of  those  men  who  only  live  in  their  faith.  You 
told  him  that  you  doubted  him — and  you  hâve 
killed  him  ! ” 

What  do  you  mean?  ” 

You  will  find  out  for  yourself  soon  enough, 
I fear.'’ 

Struck  with  a sudden  idea,  the  Comte  sat 
down  and  scribbled  the  following  lines  to  Au- 
gusta  : 

My  dear  cousin  : As  you  are  not  a bad 
woman  at  heart,  I know  that  you  would  not  care 
to  destroy  the  bright  future  of  a loving  couple 
merely  to  shield  yourself.  Hâve  you  seen  Franz 
since  your  marriage  ? Hâve  you  given  him  any 
encouragement  whîch  might  lead  him  to  infer 
that  you  loved  him  still?  You  must  pardon  me 
for  asking  these  impertinent  questions  ; I cannot 
even  tell  you  my  reason  for  doing  so.  Franz 
bas  been  very  ill  ; while  délirions  he  said  a good 
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many  things  about  a married  woman.  Who  did 
he  bave  reference  to  ? If  it  is  not  you,  then  it 
must  be  Renée.  Forgive  me,  myheart  is  ready 
to  burst  ! ” 

This  letter,  carefully  sealed,  was  addressed  to 
Mme,  KatchkofF. 

During  the  next  four  days  the  Comte  and 
Renée  saw  but  little  of  eacb  other.  Everytbing 
seemed  in  mourning  in  this  bouse  where  formerly 
mirtb  reigned  suprême. 

Finally,  tbe  Comte  received  the  following  let- 
ter from  Katcbkoff  : 

Dear  Maksinski  : Altbougb  your  communi- 
cation was  plainly  directed  to  my  wife  I took  the 
liberty  to  open  the  same.  Mme.  KatchkofF  hap- 
pened  to  be  out  when  your  missive  was  handed 
to  me  by  the  butler.  I invariably  open  ail  notes 
addressed  to  my  wife,  especially  when  they  are 
so  carefully  sealed.  So,  my  young  friend,  you 
are  in  a quandary?  A grave  doubt  agitâtes 
your  mind.  You  suspect  that  my  wife  has  a 
lover?  Quick,  hand  me  mysword!  The  fîrst 
corne  shall  be  my  adversary,  and  if  no  one 
cornes  I will  kill  myself!  This  is  ail  very 
romande,  but  it  is  none  the  less  absurd  for  ail 
that  ! Believe  me,  I would  not  even  take  the 
pains  to  answer  your  foolish  epistle  at  ail  were  it 
not  that  the  family  ties  wliich  unité  us  makes 
it  a duty. 
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I never  would  hâve  presumed  to  pay  born- 
age to  Renée  ; I am  not  good  enough  for  her  to 
wipe  her  shoes  on.  I considered  myself  fortu- 
nate  when  I sccured  Augusta.  You  know  per- 
fectly  well  tliat  I did  not  adopt  any  underhand 
measures  to  win  her,  either.  While  tliis  poor, 
love-sick  youth  was  bemoaning  his  loss  and  was 
irrigating  his  native  heath  with  his  tears,  Mme. 
KatchkofF,  by  means  of  countless  sighs,  gave  me 
to  understand  that  I did  not  console  her  for  the 
loss  of  her  shepherd.  S lie  posed  as  a turtle- 
dove  which  had  fallen  jnto  the  clutches  of  a 
hawk.  It  was  therefore  necessary  to  give  them 
both  a good  lesson  at  the  same  time  : to  Franz, 
to  cure  him  of  his  love  ; to  Augusta,  to  show 
her  that  her  passion  was  not  unsuspected. 

“ I brought  the  two  together.  The  meeting 
was  exactly  as  I had  arranged  it;  it  resulted  in 
this  wise.  Augusta  said  : ‘ I hâve  no  heart  and 
I would  as  soon  hâve  no  virtuel^  Franz  an- 
swered  ; ‘ I despise  you  ! ’ My  scheme  worked 
like  a charm.  The  blow  was  severe,  bût  it 
effected  a speedy  and  a permanent  cure.  Mme. 
KatchkofF  is  now  not  only  a good  wife,  but  a 
prudent  one  as  well.  Franz  has  kept  out  of  her 
way  and  has  behaved  like  the  noble  and  honest 
man  that  he  is. 

“ Take  my  ad  vice  and  never  let  either  Franz 
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or  Renée  suspect  that  wliich  you  hâve  written  to 
me.  It  would  be  a crime.” 

Maksinski  remained  as  if  spellbound.  He 
laughed,  he  cried  ; he  could  not  divert  his  eyes 
from  the  letter. 

‘‘But,  what  about  the  rendezvous  in  Franz’s 
room?” 

Catherine  had  not  put  in  an  appearance  with 
the  proofs.  The  Comte  was  ignorant  as  yet  of 
the  date  of  the  meeting.  He  had  his  horse  sad- 
dled  and  started  off  at  a gallop  for  Breithaus. 
This  was  the  first  time  he  revisited  the  old  place 
since  his  return  from  Roland.  A host  of  pleas- 
ant  recollections  besieged  him  as  he  rode  up  in 
view  of  the  farm.  He  had  not  the  courage  to 
cross  the  bridge. 

“Franz  carried  me  across  this  pond,”  he 
mused,  “and  there  is  the  window  of  Renée’s 
room.  The  rose  bush  is  in  bloom  once  more. 
Franz  carried  me  on  his  shoulders.  At  first  we 
walked  along  the  edge  of  the  wall.  Time  has 
effaced  our  footsteps ” 

Suddenly  the  truth  dawned  upon  him  ! The 
foot-prints  beneath  Renée’s  window  were  those 
made  by  Franz  and  him  self  that  very  night. 
Then  again,  he  was  closeted  in  Franz’s  room 
and  Toquin,  hearing  his  strange  voice,  had  mis- 
taken  him  for  a woman. 

And  yet,  the  Comte  was  not  convinced  ! 
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He  got  off  his  liorse  and  rushed  up  to  the 
farm-house. 

‘‘  The  date  ! ’’  he  cried  ! Give  me  the 
date  ! ” 

‘‘  Oh,  yes,”  calmly  replied  M.  Toquin. 

Catherine  was  going  to  bring  it  to  you.  I re- 
member,  too,  that  Franz  was  sick  that  day  : he 
was  confined  to  his  room,  and  the  doctor  made 
liim  a visit.  That  same  evening  we  found  a 
man  hiding  in  our  hay-rick — I remember  it 
well.” 

‘‘  I was  that  man.  Franz  carried  me  up  to  his 
room,  more  dead  than  alive,  and  concealed  me 
there.  I remember  the  room  well,  the  wall 
paper  was  blue  with  gold  stars  ! You  see,  I am 
right.  During  tlie  night  we  climbed  out  of  the 
window  and  Franz  carried  me  on  his  shoulders 
across  the  pond.  And  that  is  why  the  traces 
ceased  where  they  did.  Look  here  ! Were  the 
foot-prints  like  this  ? ’’  and  the  Comte  ground 
his  feet  in  the  dirt,  outside  the  door. 

‘‘Exactly!”  exclaimed  the  farmer;  ‘^and  I 
supposed  that  it  was — oh,  forgive  me,  monsieur; 
I always  said  that  women  should  hold  their 
tongues  ! 

Not  another  word,  you  clown,  or  I will 
strangle  you  ! ” 

Never  fear,  l’il  keep  my  mouth  shut  ; l’d 
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rather  eut  off  my  longue  than  speak  of  this 
again  ! ’’ 

The  Comte  sprung  into  the  saddle,  and,  dig- 
ging  his  spurs  deep  into  his  horse’s  flanks, 
was  soon  on  the  way  home. 

He  alone  was  guilty  ! The  joy  he  felt  at 
Renée’s  innocence  was  as  naught  when  com- 
pared  to  the  pain  he  sufFered  when  he  believed 
her  guilty. 

The  Comte  searched  the  house  high  and  low 
for  Renée.  He  wanted  to  throw  himself  at  her 
feet  and  implore  her  pardon.  The  house  was 
deserted,  but  in  the  little  blue  room  where  they 
had  passed  so  many  happy  moments  together,  a 
bunch  of  bluebells,  the  first  of  the  season,  stood 
in  a vase  on  the  table.  It  was  Franz’s  final 
adieu. 

Maksinski  asked  the  servant  who  had  brought 
the  flowers. 

“ One  of  the  farm  hands  from  Blaue  Blumen, 
and  Mme.  la  Comtesse  went  out  immediately  on 
receipt  of  the  bouquet.” 

God  be  praised  ! ” exclaimed  the  Comte. 

I must  see  Franz  and  implore  his  forgiveness.” 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

I WAS  already  broken-hearted  by  reason  of 
my  having  lost  Augusta  in  the  first  place,  and  I 
was  scarcely  in  a fit  condition  to  stand  this  fresli 
blow  that  destroyed  the  last  remaining  link  of 
our  friendship.  A severe  illness  set  in  and  I 
was  the  victim  of  fever  in  its  most  dreadedform. 
My  mother  did  not  leave  me  for  an  instant, 
a servant  only  relieved  her  when  she  was  in 
need  of  repose.  Finally,  the  Comte  and  Renée, 
having  expressed  a desire  to  be  witli  me  during 
my  illness,  installed  themselves  at  the  farm. 

I am  a young  man,  and  although  tired  of  life 
and  broken  down,  still  I managed  to  pull  through. 
It  was  friendship  that  effected  the  cure.  But 
I never  fully  recovered  my  strength,  and  it 
required  the  greatest  effort  on  my  part  to  as- 
cend  the  little  flight  of  stairs  that  led  to  my  room. 

I was  soon  strong  enough,  however,  to  go  to 
town  every  day  and  thus  spared  my  friends  the 
annoyance  of  habitating  Blaue  Blumen. 

Oh,  how  solicitons  were  my  adored  ones  for 
my  welfare  î A little  arm-chair  was  placed  be- 
tween  those  occupied  by  Maksinski  and  Renée, 
the  use  of  which  was  reserved  for  me  alone.  I 
occupied  it  regularly  day  after  day,  and,  immé- 
diat ely  after  my  departure  it  was  made  the  recep- 
11 
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tacle  of  countless  books  and  work -baskets  to 
keep  ofF  ail  intruders  during  my  absence. 

We  were  ail  musically  inclined,  and  usually 
one  of  us  played  some  favorite  melody  while  the 
other  two  were  building  castles  in  the  air  ; or 
else  we  read  aloud  sélections  frorn  some  standard 
Work.  Frequently,  too,  we  had  animated  con- 
versations relative  to  literature,  music,  and 
kindred  subjects,  and,  on  these  occasions,  we 
never  lieeded  how  tlie  time  lied — the  hands 
swung  around  the  dial  and  it  was  usually  late 
when  we  separated,  loving  each  other  more  affec- 
tion ately  than  in  the  past. 

Sometimes  we  went  to  the  theatre.  The 
Comte  had  secured  a little  containing  only 
three  seats.  He  had  selected  it  purposely,  so  that 
he  would  never  be  compelled  to  invite  strangers. 
It  was  in  the  background,  too,  so  as  not  to  place 
Renée  in  a position  to  be  ogled  by  the  curions. 

How  many  times  hâve  I joined  their  hands 
together  in  that  quiet  little  nook,  while  I softly 
whispered  to  them  the  words  they  both  cher- 
ished  so  dearly  : ‘ I love  you  ! ’ It  is  true  that 
they  were  so  closely  United  in  my  heart  that  it 
seemed  natural  for  me  to  address  them  as  a sin- 
gle person. 

Well,  they  made  me  so  happy  by  their  con- 
stant dévotion  that  I was  willing  to  live  again, 
ay,  almost  contented  to  do  so. 
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I never  referred  to  my  interview  with  M.  and 
Mme.  KatchkoiF  to  either  Renée  or  the  Comte. 
And  they,  on  the  other  hand,  took  particular 
pains  to  avoid  ail  reference  to  that  wliich  miglit 
recall  Augusta  to  me. 

Our  existence  became  so  sweet  and  tranquil 
that  indiffèrent  people,  who  chanced  to  get  a 
glimpse  of  it,  did  not  comprehend  that  it  was 
possible  to  be  so  happy. 

The  poor  fools  were  déficient  in  their  knowl- 
edge of  human  nature. 

Here  ends  Franz  Tilmann’s  récital.  That 
which  follows  is  from  facts  furnished  by  the 
Comte  and  Comtesse  Maksinski. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

When  Renée  arrived  at  Blaue  Blumen,  Franz 
was  in  his  study.  After  rapping  timidly  at  the 
partly  opened  door  she  pushed  it  open,  and  en- 
tered.  Franz,  weighed  down  by  sorrow,  sprang 
to  his  feet  with  a cry  of  surprise. 

‘‘  She  ! ” he  exclaimed  ; “ it  is  impossible  ! no, 
it  cannot  be  ! When  one  is  weak  one  imagines 
ail  sorts  of  impossible  tliings ” 

And  he  began  to  tremble  violently.  Renée 
seized  his  hands,  made  him  sit  down,  and  seated 
herself  by  his  side. 

Yes,  it  is  I,  my  dear  friend,”  she  answered. 
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‘‘  you  sent  me  a bunch  of  blue-bells,  wliich  signi- 
fied  : ‘ I love  you  still/  and  so  I bave  corne  at 
your  calL’' 

“ But  your  husband — where  is  he  ? He  bas 
forbidden  you  to  see  me — Leave  me — go  away  ! 
No,  don’t  go  ! — He  will  bave  you  for  tbe  rest 
of  bis  life,  wbereas  I — I will  bave  only  a mo- 
ment to  see  you  alone  ! — He  will  forgive  you,  or 
ratber  you  will  pardon  bim,  as  be  must  soon 

realize  tbe  injustice  of  bis  cruel  suspicions 

God  willed  tbat  it  sbould  end  tbus  ! Here 
you  are  ! Ob,  bow  bappy  I am  ! Tbe  Lord, 
merciful  to  tbe  last,  fearing  tbat  I am  not  Corn- 
ing fast  enougb,  bas  sent  bis  paradise  to  meet  me.” 

“ Franz  ! You  are  feverisb — your  bands  are 
burning ” 

‘‘  I bave  caused  you  pain,  forgive  me  ! — but 
it  relieves  me  so  to  tell  you  ail  ! — it  does  me 
good  to  be  able  to  express  my  tbougbts  ! ” 

Console  yourself,  Franz  ! I promise  you 
tbat  everytbing  will  be  ail  rigbt — we  will  ail 
live  togetber  and ” 

‘‘You  are  rigbt!  We  will  ne  ver  separate 
again  bere  below,” 

And  raising  bis  eyes  towards  tbe  dock  sus- 
pended  on  tbe  wall,  be  added  : 

“ You  will  remain  bere  an  bour  witli  me,  will 
you  not  ? — Hark  ! — Do  you  bear  tbe  birds  sing- 
ing  outside  ?” 
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Yes/’ 

Tliis  is  tlie  first  time  I hâve  heard  them 
shîce  our  séparation — Here  y ou  are,  and  they 
begin  to  sing  ! — They  only  sing  when  I am 
happy. — Such  is  nature  ! Days  of  sunshine 
wlien  one  is  happy,  and  tempestuous  moments 
when  one  is  in  trouble. — An  invisible  being 
seems  to  whisper:  ‘ The  écho  of  your  soûl  is  in 
the  universe  ! ’ — Sing  on,  my  pretty  birds — sing 
on  for  a few  moments — then  the  melody  of  your 
sweet  voices  will  be  stilled  to  me  forever  î — But, 
no  ! There  is  a garden  filled  with  glorious  trees, 
at  the  extremity  of  the  village,  near  the  old 
church  ; their  foliage  is  of  a cool,  tranquil  green 
color  that  never  changes — when  the  weather  is 
fine  or,  rather  when  anything  occurs  to  make 
Renée  happy,  go  and  sing  there  and  I will  hear 
you ’’ 

He  stopped  for  a few  moments,  then  contin- 
ued  with  an  effort  : 

‘‘  It  was  in  the  spring — I want  to  tell  you  ail 
about  it — Maksinski  was  going  away  ; he  wanted 
to  hait  before  your  window — then  I carried  him 
across  the  pond  on  my  back — I feared  the  cold 

water  would  chill  him  through I didn’t  want 

him  to  get  wet — that  is  why  hisfootprints  stopped 
near  the  pond — so  nobody  suspected  him — 
How  little  it  takes  to  deceive  people,  after 
ail!’' 
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At  tliis  moment  the  Comte  entered  the  room. 
E-enée  motioned  liim  not  to  corne  too  near.  She 
dreaded  that  the  sight  of  him  would  cause  Franz 
a new  émotion. 

“ Is  that  you,  Maksinski?^’  he  asked,  smil- 
ing.  ‘‘  It  seems  to  me  that  I see  you  again  ! ’’ 

“ Forgive  me,  forgive  me  ! ’’  murmured  the 
Comte. 

You  see — ^you  were  mistaken  ! — I am  glad 
you  are  both  here — I had  not  the  courage  to 
die  away  from  you  ; now,  it  is  no  longer  so  diffi- 
cult ’’ 

You  wish  to  die,  then  ? ” asked  Maksinski. 

‘‘  One  does  not  wish  to  die  when  one  has  still 
a mother  ; but  it  must  be  thus  ! — Don’t  make  a 
noise — she  would  corne  and  I don’t  want  her 
here. — Something  in  me  is  broken  and  can  never 
be  mended  ! But  I must  not  confuse  you  by 
talking  in  riddles — Do  not  reproach  yourself  at 
ail,  Maksinski,  I hâve  heart  disease — you 
never  knew  it — but  I did — 1 did  ! — One  of  God’s 
fairest  angels.  Renée,  watched  over  me  and  gave 
me  the  strength  to  endure  my  pain  in  silence — 
When  she  was  near  ail  my  suffering  disappeared 
and  I did  not  long  for  death  to  corne  and  ease 
my  torture — ” 

Renée  and  Maksinski  approached  one  an- 
other.  Franz  watched  them  eagerly. 

“ This  angel  had  two  heads  but  only  one 
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heart/’  he  continued,  ‘^but  the  angel  spread  out 
her  wings  and  flew  away — ah,  1 am  choking  ! ’’ 

Franz’s  voice  became  fainter  every  moment. 

‘‘  Don’t  make  a noise  ; my  mother  is  outside,” 
and  with  difficulty  he  dragged  himself  to  the 
window  : ‘‘Look!  there  she  is,  mending  her 
linen. — >Well,  I am  contented  now — I hâve  seen 
my  mother  ! — See,  she  is  smiling,  is  she  not  ? — 
For  the  love  of  Heaven,  don’t  disturb  her — let 
her  stand  there  as  she  is — let  me  see  her  smile 
as  I die  ! 

His  two  friends  sustained  him  in  their  arms. 

“ I can  no  longer  see  her,”  he  gasped,  “ every- 
thing  is  indistinct, — ail  is  dark  ! — Renée,  Mak- 
sinski,  you  will  bring  me  a bunch  of  blue-bells 
— in  summer — you  know  I love  them  so  ! — You 
won't  forget  to  do  this,  will  you,  my  friends  ? — 
Now  I want  to  kiss  Renée  . . . it  will  be  the 
first  time  ! ” 

Maksinski  motioned  Renée  to  approach  Franz. 
He  inclined  his  head  towards  his  idyl  ; she  felt 
a gentle  riffle — but  she  did  not  reçoive  the  kiss. 

Franz  was  dead. 

Two  deep  furrows  appeared  in  the  Comte’s 
cheeks  ; tears  fell  in  profusion  from  his  eyes. 
The  tears  dried  up  in  time  ; but  the  furrows  can 
never  be  effaced  I 
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CONCLUSION. 

One  day,  a little  girl,  Francine  Maksînskl, 
had  begun  to  weave  a wreath  of  flowers  to  place 
on  lier  golden  hair.  In  passing  tlie  hedge  tliat 
enclosed  a cemetery,  she  raised  herself  on  lier 
toes  and  spied  some  blue-bells  on  tlie  other  side. 
Undecided,  she  halted.  The  thought  of  death 
exercises  great  fear  over  children  : To  tliern  it 
is  something  more  chimerical  than  reali  Stic — 
tliey  are  so  remote  from  its  attacks  ! 

What  pretty  blue-bells  ! ’’  she  exclaimed, 

but  they  are  graveyard  flowers  and  I must  not 
touch  them  ! ” 

Finally,  she  grew  bolder,  and  running  gaily 
to  the  gâte,  she  entered  the  cemetery.  Her  little 
feet  made  no  sound  in  the  sand.  She  eagerly 
plucked  one  flower,  then  another — and  looked 
around  to  see  if  no  one  was  looking. 

Suddenly  a gentle  rustling  was  heard  and  an 
old  woman  made  her  appearance  from  a clump 
of  bushes.  The  child  took  fright  and  fled,  drop- 
ping  her  flowers  as  she  ran. 

The  old  woman  stooped  and  tenderly  picked 
them  up. 

Poor  child!’  she  sîghed,  <‘you  began  this 
wreath  with  your  little  Angers,  thinking  you 
would  Crown  yourself  with  it  and  run,  laughing, 
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back  to  jour  home.  But  there  you  go,  fright- 
ened  to  death,  casting  aside  your  unfinished 
Work  ! Such  is  life.  One  smilingly  begins 
one’s  task,  then  one  stops  a moment  to  wipe 
away  a tear — and  the  work  is  never  completed  ! 
Nothing  is  complété.  Where  does  it  ail  end,  I 
wonder  ? One  would  suppose  that  God's  work 
is  only  begun  here  below  ! I had  a son  ; he 
loved  only  to  die  from  the  effects  of  his  pure 
love  ! He  might  hâve  lived — but  the  world 
willed  it  otherwise  ! ’’ 

And  the  old  woman  gazed  long  and  earnestly 
at  the  unfinished  wreath. 

But  the  birds  chirped  gaily  in  the  green  trees  ! 


THE  END. 
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